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The Lobstick Trail " 

CHAPTER L 

O NE morning in particnlar had always stood 
out in the memory of Kirk Brandey. The 
night before had been a big night—^there 
had been, a cabaret and drinks and girls and a 
drunken home-coming in the gray spring dawn. 
For Elirk had just turned twenty-three, and a half 
dozen of His boon companions had taken advantage 
of the occasion to assemble and paint the town its 
traditional hue in his honor. 

The next morning, much against his own will 
in the matter, he had been forced by a custom 
unbroken in the hohse of his uncle and guardian 
to appear as usual for breakfast. Erk’s attempts 
at eating would have appeared pathetic to some— 
to his uncle they were funny. In fact, his uncle 
had enjoyed the humor of the situation'without 
speakmg for so long that Bark had begun to fear 
he was on the point of losing his self-control. He 
could have borne with anything except his timcle’s 
good-humored silence. . 

tVhen the tension was at its highest point, how¬ 
ever, relief came. With a kind of bitter satisfac¬ 
tion Klirk saw the c3mical smile disappear almost 
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suddenly from his uncle’s face. He saw the heavy 
countenance drop. He saw the straight, thin line 
of the mouth tighten. His good old uncle—the 
only man in the world he had ever sincerely ad¬ 
mired—^was going to run true to form. And Kirk 
set himself for the shock. He knew that his old 
Uncle Hal could do that kind of thing to the king’s 
taste. 

Henry Tyne—Kirk Brander’s \mcle on his 
mother’s side—^held strong opinions on yoimg 
men in general, his yoimg nephew in particular. 
Though he resented it keenly, Klirk had been 
forced frequently to admit that the old man was 
substantially correct. On this one morning in par¬ 
ticular, the admission, somehow or other, seemed 
to come easily. It suited his mood exactly. When 
he found himself alone after the worst g^rueUing 
he had ever had the honor to receive at his uncle’s 
hands, he felt as if a new light had broken in upon 
him. True, he had experienced something of the 
same feeling before, but it had never come to him 
so vividly. He was everything the old man had 
called him, and more. WThat he Ijad heard dif¬ 
fered little, if any, from w^hat ie had heard a score 
of times before.; .bnt-it^was as if-he had just list¬ 
ened to it for the first'time in his fife. ' 

dBut all this had happened nearly fiVe years ago. 
For five years Bark Brander had kept so con¬ 
stantly in mind a resolve he had made that morn¬ 
ing that it had grown into a grim determination 
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that refused to acknowledge defeat, even when the 
odds were overwhelmingly against him. For five 
years he had given himself to the stern business of 
making a man of himself. For five years he had 
studied the ways of Canada’s northland and had 
striven to accustom himself to its hard usuages. 
He had learned to sleep, as he had never slept 
before, wherever night should overtake him on 
the trail, had learned to relish his self-prepared 
meal of fried bacon and beans far more heartily 
than he had ever relished the most tempting selec¬ 
tion of fare from the menus of over-priced caba¬ 
rets in the cities of the east. And he had taken to 
it all, for the most part, with light-hearted en¬ 
thusiasm. ' 

Only once in those five years had he come near 
. quitting. After a summer spent in The Pas—a 
northern Manitoba frontier town—he had gone 
into the woods with an experienced young 
northerner, a French-Canadian by the name 
of Walter Lamonte. ‘iWaHy” was at least half 
French. The other half was Scotch with a strain 
of Cree. He had pushed his way for twenty years 
through Canada’s hinterland, had shot rapids 
whfere no white man had ever been seen, had hunt¬ 
ed and trapped, and laughed and fought his way 
through everything with a good humor that had 
never failed him. When Kirk and Lamonte first 
met they had found each other amusing. Befool 
they had known each other, a month they had be¬ 
come the .best of friends. And when t^e snow fell' 
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they took the trail together and went into the wilds 
to trap. From Lamonte Kirk learned how to keep 
a dog team in the trad, how to hnild a cabin, how 
to set ont a line of traps, and the hundred and one 
tricks of woodcraft that twenty years in the wdds 
had taught the yoxmg French-Oanadian. 

The end of the friendship had been as sudden as 
it was sickeningly tragic; Lamonte had gone Out 
for supplies and had left Kirk alone in the cabin. 
The strenuous days of Kirk’s first winter in the 
northern wdds had done much to put iron into his 
wdl, but the constant struggle against the elements 
had made it necessary for him to keep all his 
physical forces in the field at once. He had found 
little opportunity for budding a reserve. Lamonte 
had left him suffering from a had cold, and during 
the days that immediately followed his departure 
Kirk began to grow unreasonably anxious for his 
return. "When the time for his arrival had passed 
without his putting in an appearance Kirk’s 
anxiety increased to a fear that persisted in spite 
of his determination to throw it off. Two days 
later, unable to stand the suspense any longer, he 
had risen from his bed in the early morning and 
dressed for the trad. Something, he felt, was 
coming over him graduaUy,had, been coming over 
hun, in fact, for days. When he got from his bed 
and started to prepare breakfast the thought of 
eating nauseated him. His face felt unnaturally 
hot. When he stepped from the doorway of the 
cabin on his way out to look for Lamonte, the 
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first light breeze seemed to strike through his 
wind-proof parka and sent the chills to his very 
bones. ' ' 

Just before noon that day he found Lamonte. 
The dogs were nowhere in evidence. The supplies 
were still on the cariole untouched. A few black¬ 
ened embers lay in a little heap on the sheltered 
side of a tarpauUnJhat hung from the branches 
of a couple of trees. And sitting erect in the snow 
only a few yards away, his rifle sticking upright 
in a drift beside him, was the lifeless, frozen form 
of Walter Lamonte, his hands and arms and part 
of his face eaten away, either by his own dogs or 
by wolves. . Kirk had come upon him suddenly 
and the sight sickened him horribly. He did not 
wait to seek any explanation of what he had found. 
The fear that had haunted him for days swooped 
down over him likeSah icy, spectre and he hurried 
off down the trail, insanely reckless of where he 
was going, his hands pressed to his eyes to keep 
out the memory of what he had seen. 

Late that night “Tuck” Roberts, a big souther¬ 
ner whose cabin stood some twenty or thirty miles 
to the westward, cme across Kirk plunging blind¬ 
ly through the deep snow and muttering incoher¬ 
ently to himself. With some difficulty Roberts 
persuadedJiim tb come to his cabin and there Kirk 
had reniamed until the spring break-up. 

When he had recovered sufficient' strength to 
permit of his travelling, Roberts took him out to 
The Pas. For the fiifst time since he had left the 
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east Kirk felt hiinself thoroughly beaten. For the 
first time, too, he wrote hia uncle acknowledging 
again the wisdom of his guardian’s verdict de¬ 
livered the moriiing after his was twenty-three. 
By the time his imcle’s reply cwne he was almost 
himself again and had all but forgotten his desire 
to get back to the comforts and pleasures of his 
home in the city. When the desire did arise—as 
it was more or less bound to do periodically dur¬ 
ing his convalescence — Tie thought of Tuck 
Roberts and poor old Wally Lamonte and then 
thought of the old companions he had left behind 
him a year before. He thought, too, of the clear 
blue in the eyes of Ruth Mackay—and others of 
her kind in the little northern frontier town—and 
he confessed to himself that there were no eyes 
like those anywhere in the memories that came to 
him from the streets of the city. He !^d grown 
to love the north in spite of its ruthlessness. Even 
as he waited for the return of full vigor there came 
the songs of the men going off down the Saskat¬ 
chewan now clear of ice, the rhythmic sweep of 
their oars, the light vigorous stroke of their gleam¬ 
ing paddles, the sight of a great river stretching 
its sinuous length under the open skies, and every¬ 
where the silent wooing of the heart of the wild. 

There followed a northland summer with the 
return of the waterfowl and the fluttering into life 
of poplars and birches and the upward pushing of 
the reeds along the waterways. Eirk and Tuck 
went in together to prospect for gold and copper. 
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Each day came with its own straggles against 
the wild forces in nature, each day with its sn- 
preme desires—and each night with its reckoning 
np of victory or defeat. Hei had watched while 
other men, stronger in limb than he, took defeat 
and went,at it again. He had seen men lose their 
season’s 'supplies in an unlucky miscalculation 
of A moment while they hattlfed #aistdeep against 
the rapids in a river or were caught unawares in 
a sudden wind upon the lake. He had more than 
once said good-bye to men who had goi!e into seek 
out the hidden riches of the earth and had never 
come back. He had come within a hair’s breadth 
of losing his own life on at least a half dozen oc- 
casioils. But he had played a man’s full part and' 
had taken his knocks without a whimper. He had 
taken and given measure fo/measure whether he 
bargained with nature or man. He had proven 
to himself that he could take up a man’s task and 
see it through. 

Now, at the end of his fifth year m the 
north, Kirk was gomg down to the Pas alone with 
his dogs jand his cariole filled with furs — 
and in his mind a new resolve. In five years 
he had gained all that he had come north to^;. 
gain — a ransciousness that he could be of 
some good in the world after alL Having done 
that there seemed to be nothing left for \im 
in the north. He had managed to build up a tidy 
account in the bank at The Pas. He could go ba<i. 
east with a clear consciencaj^eet with a clear eye 
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the shrewd gaze of his old XJncle Hal, strike his 
hand in a clasp that would bring the old man to a 
physical sense of his fitness, and take his place in 
life alongside the best of them. . < 

For with all the love he had conceived for the 
life he had lived for five years, he could not quite 
shake himself free of the feeling titeat, after all, it 
had been five years of exile. For months he had 
been the victim of a homesickness that he could 
not overcome. He wanted to see his old uncle 
again, he wanted to see people, he wanted—he 
could not clearly define the vague upwelling of de¬ 
sire within his heart. He was most conscious of it 
when he allowed his mind to dwell upon the eyes 
of Buth Maiekay. He had thought much, lately 
, about the women he. had known before coming 
north, of their soft eyes and the lustre of their 
hair, and often, too, of the deep significance of 
wonmnhood—and the admissions he ^d made 
secretly to himself brought (him no sense of shame 
or self-consciousness.. His blood was clean, his 
body knit of fibre woven in God’s out^of-doors, 
his mmd fashioned undei a clear sky in ajand of 
wide horizons. In short, Kirk B^der'was going 
out now for the last tiine^ecause the life that was 
in h i m impelled him tcT^, He would never come 
back over that trail again. He would teU that to 
Tuck at the first opportunity. 

He spoke once sharply t(| his dogs and jeriied 
his cariole quickly to one side. The dogs came 
wjllmgly enough to a stodstill and waited frisk- 




THB5 LOBSTICK TEAIL 9 

ing their arched tails slowly as they tamed their 
heads toward hun. For two days they had foaght 
theip way through a March blizzard in which it 
was almost impossible to keep one's bearings. 
The wind had dropped during the afternoon and 
the sun had gone down in a sky that promised fair 
weather. The air was still fill^ with fine particles 
of snow that drifted down from the spruce and 
tamaracs and glistened faintly in the failing light. 
Kirk knew that within an hour he would emerge 
at last from the seemingly endless miles o^ tree- 
sheltered trail and drop down to the smooth wind-i 
swept level of the Saskatchewan. Ten orHwelve 
miles of river trail and he would be at The Pas, 
the foremost outpost of civilization in northern 
Manitoba. Then the hilarious reunions, the good 
cheer of crowded rooms, the luxury of long lazy 
days and nights with snug quarters and piping hot 
-imeals. ' 

'Puiung the five years that Kirk Brander had 
spent in the north, he had come in over practically 
^e same trail a score of times or more, his gray 
. huskies panting their way through miles of ill- 
broken or wholly tracldess expanses of snow, his 
cariole weighted down with its freight of raw :fors, 
his heart more htu^ry than he would have cared 
to admit for the warmth of a stout hand-clasp and 
the cordial glow of a human face. But now, with 
his new resolve burning within him, hia mood was 
strangely (BfFerent. He looked about him while his 
dogs rested, looked about at the low hills and the 


i 
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skies and the dusky woodland where the darkness 
was already setting in. In another month it would 
be spring and the old longing, he knew, would be 
back upon him. Of one thing he was certain. He, 
must leave the north while the ice was still on the 
river, while the snow was still deep in the trail— 
or he would not have the will power to go at all. 
For he knew that spring would bring back with it - 
the soft allurements and the gentle wooings, the 
swinging songs and the laughing of men, the ■ 
greening forests and the browning earth—and he 
knew only too well what his heart would bid him do. 

Quickly he turned his face towards the north. 
He took a half dozen steps slowly along the trail 
his cariole had just marked in the snow. He tossed 
back the hood of his parka and listened. The still¬ 
ness was like death itself. Suddenly he straight¬ 
ened himself and smiled. , , 

“Never again!” he said aloud as he looked 
about him in the gathering darkness. “Never 
again, you white-faced, bare-fanged, snarling 
desert of exile! Never again!” 

He hurried back to his cariole, tossed it into 
position and with a,sharp whistle, flung out his 
long-lashed dog whip,-m^ingitciackTh mid-air 
with the report of a rifle. 

“Wh-s-s-s-t! Hi, you! Bingo! Tipi Snap! 
Mush!” ' ' , 

Half an hour later they swung at a merry gallop 
down the high bank of the Saskatchewan and came 
to the hard, wind-beaten level of the river. 



CHAPTEE II. 


T he group of men whQ, crowded^ the large 
square room of LongV “Northern 

Lights” restai^ant had come with one 
or two exceptions^;:'during the past .forfy-eight 
hours froH^isUnt and widely separatfed "joints in 
the north. They had not met for wee^, the ma-r 
jority of them had not been out since the first real 
snowfall of the season, and now it was the middle 
of March. Similar groups might have been found 
erowdiiig other places in the town, for hundreds 
of prospectors and trappers and men from the 
lumber camps had been arriving during the entire 
week to be on hand for the annual dog Derby. 

For the past twenty-four hours: interest in the 
u coming dbg^ race had given way temporarily be- 
^ fore an unexpected announcement that had befen 
made by Jim Cqvanagh, the provincial constable. 
Two crimes in the northland are regarded as even 
worse than murder. There naay be'sdme' reasdiP 
for killing a man, though now-a-days the reason 
must be a good .one, but no one has any reason 
either for stealing furs or for ruiming off with 
anojther man’s dogs. And Jim Cavanagh had 
given out the news that the warehouse of the Hud-, 
son’s Bay Company had been broken open an4 
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tfales of fur to the value of twenty thousand dol¬ 
lars removed. ■ ' • 

The door opened and Phil Boche/ stepped into 
the ropm accompanied by a half-breed, Joe 
Bedard. Joe-closed the door and turned to talk 
with the half-breed girl who stood behind the 
glass case that served as a counter. Phil Boche 
walked to the middle of the room and paused be¬ 
fore Tuck Boberts, who was busy arguing with 
ojii'man Dags. 

‘ ‘ They Ve got the loot! ” he announced abruptly. 
Boche’s tall form was clad in a dark green 
mackinaw, his trouserfe tucked into,heavy woollen 
socks. On his feet he wore moccassins of beaded 
buckskin and on his large head a fox-skin cap, the' 
thick flaps of which hrag loosely about his ears. 
The men pressed forward eagerly for news. 
“Old Jimmy fomd the stuff cached in the 
woods the other side of the, railway, under two 
feet of snow—all there—dead easy! Whoever did 
that job sure bungled it. ” 

“Any duel” Dags asked briefly. 

“They’ve got enough,” Roche replied. 

“Ye-h!” Old man Dags seemed to be oiily 
casually-interested m. anything Roche could say. 

“Jimmy won’t talk but—he’ll talk later. I’d 
call it fast work—fast even for Jinamy—but any¬ 
one can work fast on a joib as crude as that one.” 

A.8 Boche turned to go Dags’ eyes followed biin 
and a look almost cynical passed slowly over- the 
old man’s face. Roche paused near the door. 
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“No word from-Brander yet!" he said looking 
back towards Tuck Roberts, 

“Not yet,” Tuck replied and Roche went out 
alone. . i 

“The son of a dog did that job himself,” Dags 
suddenly said to Tuck when the door had closed. 

“Dags!” Tuck exclaimed. ' ;- 

For answer Dags looked Tuck over once with¬ 
out smilifig. 

‘‘‘T^otmg fellow,” he said turning more directly 
to Tuck and speaking so quietly that he could not 
be heard above the din except by Tuck, “I*m older 
than you are—^just about forty years older-^ah’ 
it won’t hurt you a damn’ bit to listen to a man 
some older. You can’t trust ia bad dog—aq’ when 
you ain’t lookin’ he’s gom’ to bite. Now, look 
out!” ' 

Dags was by fa long way the oldest man in the 
(room. He had come to The Pas when the first 
news, of gold in the district had trickled out and 
found its way into the newspapers,.,Who.'he was or 
where he hailed from, no man really knew. On 
one occasion, Tucki Roberts, in an irrepressible 
mood, had boldly asked me old man what his real 
name was. Dags had been more communicative 
than usual, a fact that was due in large measure, 
no doubt, to Hs having imbibed more freely than 
usual of a favorite though rather poor grade 
of whisky. But‘Dags, drunk or sober, never for¬ 
got himself. ' He had sobered perceptibly at 
Tuck’s question and had looked, his questioner i 
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over for a full iiiiimte befoi'e making a reply. 

“My name, youilg fellow, is Dags—^just Dags.” 

“Yes, but—^but Dags who—or whatf” Tuck 
had persisted:"' ^ 

“Dags nothin’—plain Dags—^^ftster Dags! 
Ain't that enough?” 

And Dags had remained as he was—^just Dags— 
plain Dags—Mister Dags, if one happened to be 
more than usually polite. .„ 

But Tuck had always liked the old fellow. And 
he liked him now as he stood‘there beside him, his 
scant five-feet-nine reduced even further by a de- 
cidld stoop, his chin pushed forward sharply, his 
narrow, half-shut eyes squinting oddly in the dim 
light of the room. 

OFsome twenty entries in the dog Derby two 
mpfi shared honors pretty evenly as favorites. 
,0ne was Tuck himself who had left his traps a 
full month before the race in order to get his dogs 
into the very best condition possible for the test. 
His good fortune of the year before'ndren he had* 
won first money by arriving not more than thirty 
seconds ahead of Phil Eoche had made him a not¬ 
able -favorite among the men. This year -he had 
taken the same dogs, a beautifully matched team 
of white-faced huskies, heavy enough to stand the 
gruelling jhat a hundred miles of racing would 
impose, blit trained to a conation that was likely 
, to developfall the speed they were capable of makr 
I ing, if therrace should have to be decided, as had 
been the case the year before, in the last half mile. 
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Tuck’s chief opponent, it was generally agreed, 
was Phil Boclie. He had made Tuck extend him¬ 
self to the very limit at the finish of the previous 
race. This year it was geherally felt that Tuck 
had even more to fear from Roche. While the 
former had talked freely of the coming race and 
of his dogs, Roche had remained consistently 
secretive about his preparations. Joe Bedard, 
the well-known and generally disliked half-breed 
of the place, was the only man in toivn who knew 
anything of Roche’s preparations—but Joe was 
no'talker. To him Roche had entrusted a large 
share of the burden of the preparations, and no 
one dohbted for a moment that those preparations 
would be complete to the last detail. 

Tuck shook off the effect of Dags’ remarks 
and turning to the old fellow smiled pleasantly.. 

“I’m not worrying about the race,, Dags,” he 
remarked. “I only wish the prize was for five 
thousand instead of two.” 

Dags grunted. “To> bad wishes ain’t yellow. 
Tuck;” he replied. “W!e could paint old Paxton’s 
holdin’s so they’d look like'a bloomin’ sunset!” 

Tuck smilecL-arflFably'^d busied, himself with 
rolling a cigarette.. 

" There came a sudden'^fiurry -without and the 
dhor Sew open revealing the parka-clad figure of 
I^rk Brander outlined against the darkness, the 
/^pare gray forms o^his dogs faintly visible in tlie 
dim light that fell from the doorway.'' 

“Wh-s-s-s-t 7 -bing!”’ , ' ^ . 
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He whistled sharply and tossing his long whip¬ 
lash into the middle of the floor jerked hk hand 
back qtifckly, raising the ashes beside the stove 
into a little cloud about the legs of Bags. 

The old man, whether the movement was 
prompted by affection or by the sudden crack of 
the whip-ipsh within a few inches of his feet, 
.sprang towards Kirk where, he stood laughing in 
the doorway. But before Bags 'could rqachliim, 
Kirk’s i^eyes had spotted Tuck Roberts farther 
back ini the room. In a moment the two ybung 
felldWs were together near the centre of the room, 
first in a violent handshake from which they 
broke suddenly into a rough-and-tumble' sparring 
match in which both laughed as they gaye and re¬ 
ceived blows on the side of the head that would 
have sent an ordinary man to the floor. "When 
they finally closed and with their arms \about 
each otfief started a nondescript dance that forced 
_ the others in the room to jump back from their 
^ying heels, a half-dozen of the men, one-of whom 
was Bags himself, rushed in and tore the two 
apart. 

Kirk’s eyes fell first upon Bags. 

‘ ‘ Hello, Bagsie, old ^oy I ” he cried and catching 
him by the arms lifted the old fellow quite clear of 
the floor. 

But Kirk’s greetings were tV>e shared b/ more 
than Tuck Roberts and old man Bags, hark 
Brander was like a brother come back to them; all, 
and in a moment he was the centre of a small but 
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noisy mob of^en 
■ shake Ms han^ 

Nor was there an^hing either in Ms snMing 
face or in'the deep good natnre that Ms whole 
bearing r^ated thht the best man and the 
shrewdest man among them could no>t have trusted 
to the limit. It was very much as old Dags had 
once'said-ofMm —‘ ^A straight naan couldh’t pick a 
scrap with Bark Brander, and a crooked one 
wouldn’t take the chance. His shoulders had 
broadened and Ms frame had reached up during 
Ms five years in the open until now he was as per¬ 
fect a specimen physically as the eye could wish to 
see. In Ms stride as he passed from place to 
place in the room among the men there was an 
ease, a Jaimtiness even, that was eloquently ex¬ 
pressive of Ms own lightness of heart. The hood 
of his parka lay back repealing tMck hak of a deep 
auburn that in some way or other seemed exactly 
to fit his wonted jovial nianner.- 
Even Wu Long waddled in from the kitchen 
with Ms broad snaHe and broken words of welcifine. 

“Hi, there, Wu—^you old ketchem glub artist,” 
Kirk cried as he stepped towards the grinning 
proprietor and shook his hand. “Hurry out aixd 
fetch me a big cup of black coffee I ” 

Wu grinned even more broadly at the recogm- 
tion Ms iiumble. presence had received and wad¬ 
dled away quickly in the direction of the kitchen 
to attend personally to Kirk’s order. 

But Trick Roberts was already emerging from 
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behind the swinging door that opened between the 
large room and the kitchen. In his hand he ear- 
ried a large glass more than half ftdl of a liqnid 
that, in color at least, resembled tea more than 
coffee. ” 

“A little something to warm yonr blood, Kiik,” 
he said, thrusting the glass into Kirk’s handj 

Kirk looked at it a moment and then helddt np 
between himself and the light. 

“This is too stiff for me, Tnck,” he said smiling, 
“and besides—^when I do take a drink I like 
company,” , ' 

In a moment a dozen glasses and caps were 
ready. Kirk ponred almost half the contents of 
his own glass into the empty cnp that Dags held, 
and half of what still remained into the glass held 
by Tuck Roberts. He added water to his own 
while the others in the group prej^arbd to join in 
the toast. "When they were ready ah.;tumed their, 
eyes upon Kirk. 

For a moment he stood tho^htfully looking 
into his glass. Then his eyes lifted and moved 
slowly from face to face, ^welling a moment on 
each if he wished to atanap its image on his 
memory. 

“To the men who live north of fifty-three,” he 
said, quietly^ ,, “And to the last week of Kirk 
BranderV stay among the best friends he ever 
had!” * \ 

He did not raise hid glass immediately^ The 
men stood motionless and stared at him. 
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“Quit your spoofing, Kirk,” said Tuck. 

“Honest Injun!” Kirk replied. “I’m going to 
end my happy exile and go back again to live 
among the—^the Philistines and the false 
prophets.” ^ 

“Which same allusion"'ain’t primely correct,” 
remarked Dags with a touch of dry humor. 

“Philistines or Pharisees, Dagsie,” Kirk re¬ 
plied, Vhat’s the difference f I never was strong 
on religiOTs distinctions. But I’m going out, boys, 
surer th^ jackfish for malamutes—and ^’m not 
conoing ba^ any more. ’ ’ 

Kirk raided his glass. 

-“I’m niit in on that toast, Bark,” said Tuck 
suddenly. | “You’ve got to take it back.” 

Kirk looked at him and smiled. 

“You’re right, Tuckj^^Tie'^d laifibg his hand 
on Tuck’s shbulder. “I should have talked it 


over with you first—that’s what I intended. How’s 
this?” 


He raised his glass again. 

“To the good old dog on the heavy trail—and 
the man that never quits!” 

When they had drunk the toast Ttick Roberts 
turned suddenly to Kirk. 

“Now give us the straight dope on t|tiis prodigal 
son stuff,” he demanded, 

“I hate to say it. Tuck, but I’m going out,” 
Kirk replied. 

“Quitft I” Tuck responded. 

Old Dags was within earshot. “Why not?” he 
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demanded and the whine in his voi^ was even 
more pronounced. “We don’tj^avfe to inhabit the 
whole ,infernal globe, Tuck, just/because it’s 
here,” he declared “Thete ain’tmo race that’s 
bred to it except Eskimos and huslpe-dogs. An’ I 
say, leave it to them—i^*8vtlimr j^untry—let ’em 
keepitl” 

“He’s had it for three days,” Tuck explained to 
Kirk. “If someone doesn’t j^t him out of toym, 
he’ll make the dog Derby look like an old 
aunt’s funeral.” 

Kirk turned to Dags. 

“Cheer up, you old Lazarus,” he said play¬ 
fully “Some day we’re aU going to wake up in 
these parts. We’ve been dead to the world, and, 
if you don’t look out someone from outside will be 
coming in and cleaning us out. ” - 
‘ ‘ Out 0 ’ what,? ’ ’ Dags whined. 

“Out of what!” Kirk exclaimed. “Don’t you 
know that for two hundred and fifty years Can¬ 
adians have been puddling along on tl^e southern 
rim of a country as rich as any country in the 
world and have handed'the rest of it over to .a com¬ 
pany of moneyed Englishmen who never saw Can¬ 
ada and don’t give a tinker’s dam if they ever do 
or not. But we’ve got to pull in our, belts, Dagsie. 
God Almighty’s going to give Canada the.next 
h;^dred years to make good in, an’ she’s got to 
make good by herself or forget about it and let 
someone else handle the deal. We’ve got enough 
fish in the lakes north of the Saskatchewan to feed 
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the rest of the I worlds week-days and Fridays, 
There’s more good salmon'in the Hudson Bay 
than they ever drdamed of in Alaska or British 
Columhia. There’s enough water power here in 
one province to turn every wheel, light every house 
and every street in every village, ,town and city 
from Halifax to Vancouver. There’s timber and 
stone and minerals-^why, God bless my soul, it 
isn’t a question of whether the stuff’s here or not. 
It’s a question of whether we’re packing the kind 
of stuff here”;—and he placed his hand over his 
belt—“that’ll handle the deal. That’s where we 
standi” 

The men had all been listening to Kirk’s 
enthusiastic outbreak and a deep silence followed 
when his voice suddenly ceased. 

Prom near the stove came the voice of old Dags: 
“An’ you can put them words down to the credit 
of Kirk Brander—^young but well-meanin ” 

“Come on, Dagsie,” replied Kirk, “give us a 
chance to-be happy. I’ll drink another—^just a 
very little one-"—” 

He lifted a glass, poured it half full of water 
from a pitcher that stood ^n the table beside him 
and raised it. , 

“To the success of the Derby,” he said. “Hats 
off to a fair race and a good oner-aiid may Tuck 
[Roberts run the best race of his life.”- 
The men bared their heads and»*;iUling their , 
glasses drank facing Kirk. Just as he was. about 
to raise his glass, Kirk’s eyes fell upon Joe Be- 



22 THE, XiOBSTICK TRAIL 

dard still lotuiging lazily against the counter near 
the door. He was not drinking and his hatjwas 
on his head. 

‘ ‘ Hats off, Joe! ” Kirk called in a voice that was 
not unpleasant, though'it rang with a clear note 
of determination. ■ , ’ 

For answer the half-breed got up lazily an^ 
without showing any intention of complying with 
the requeS, moved towards the door. When his 
hand was on the latch, Kirk took a quick step for¬ 
ward. His right hand w^t back quickly as he 
seized thehutt of the whip lhat dangled bn a thong 
about his wrist. With a quick movement, he 
shook loose the long lash from where he had 
caught it up about the handle. "When the end 
dropped to the floor, he drew his hand forward 
slowly, his eyes fixed steadily on Bedard’s cap. 
Every inch of the whip-lash seemed, as if by 
magic, ito become charged with life. It moved along 
the floor like a writhing snake and then suddenly, 
as Kirk’s hand snapped back, it leaped'^from the 
floor through the -i^rling dust and shot towards 
the half-breed’s head. When it leaped back sud¬ 
denly with a deafening report, Bedard’s cap rose 
straight into the air and went spiiming to the 
floor a couple of yards from Kirk’s feet. 

For a moment Bedard’s face was ablaze with' 
anger, Kirk Ibokedi&t him steadily, a half s^ndlo 
playing about his mouth. Thegjie drank what was 
in his glass and stepping forwa^ stooped goodi 
naturedly and picked the cap up from the floor. 
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For a momenfelie stood looking it over carefully. 
Then he brushed the dust from it and handed it 
back to Bedard. 

“Too bad, Joe,” he said in the best of good 
humor. ‘ ‘ Tuck’s my friend—that’s all. I ’ 

When Kirfc.ieached the hotel late that night he 
wagjjaefby the hotel clerk who flourished a-yeHow 
envelope ;in his haSid. 

Kirk took thej'elegrara eagerly and. Jore it open. 
It was from hi/nncle. , 

“Gdt in touch \dth Mfirion Curtis scrrmng 

The Pas to-morrow. ^ Act on her instructions. 

Show speed and look out for W. K. P. 

. ’ • ,,, Henry Tyne. ” 

For a long time Kirk stood reading the message 
over and over. The name of Marion. Curtis 
started vague memories—memories of the life he 
had lived in those almost forgotten days before he 
had come north. Was that life, then, coming in to 
meet him even before he returned ? 


t 


■i 


CHAPTEE ni. 

T he rear coach of “The Tamarac”—the local 
name for Canadian National train 
from Winnipeg to The Pas—was filled to 
capacity withi Derby enthusiasts. 

In one corner of the smoking compartment 
Warren K. Paxton had been holding forth for 
some time on the future of the north country. He 
glanced from the window suddenly and got up. 

“Drop into my office,” he said to the man whose 
attention he had engaged for the past hour. 
“You’ll be staying over for the Derby. Drop in 
and smoke a cigar.” i 

He handed his companion a car^which bore the 
information that Warren K. Pa^p was sole re¬ 
presentative of the Eipple Creek Copper Mining 
Company, with an office on the maiii street of The 
Pas. i 

“Come in when you get through with your busi¬ 
ness. Glad to see you any time.” 

He shook hands and tossing away what re¬ 
mained of his cigar, left the smoking compartment 
and went back i^to the coach. 

Warren K. Paxton was not an unpleasant man 
to look upon, if one did not observe too ^psely 
the almost mockingly patronizing expression that 
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never left his countenance. At first glance-ons- 
would think that Paxton was smiling to himself, 
agreeably too. A closer look would reveal the 
sneer to which the smile was little more than a 
very thin veneer. And once one saw that sneer 
he never again saw the smile. When Paxton really 
smiled he showed his teeth—and they'were neither 
good nor even. If by any chance one should miss 
the suggestion of largeness about Paxton it would 
probably be because he had a way of looking at one 
through cold gray eyes that permitted no one to 
think of him merely as a .large man. His look had 
the cutting, incisive quality more often found ih' 
the eyes of smaller , and more energetic men. 
Warren K. Paxton kn.e,w precisely what he wanted, 
and could tell, at any given time, just about, how 
long it would be before he wduld get it, 

He went to Kis seat and busied himself for a few 
moments with putting a magazine into a capacious' 
club-bag. Prom all outward appearances he had 
no concern in, the world other than putting away 
, a worthless magazine that he would not look at 
again anyhow. But the real truth of ttie matter 
was that Paxton was still turning over somettog 
that had occupied his mind .ever since he had step¬ 
ped on board ‘ Tamarac ’ ’ at Winnipeg. And 
now with only a few minutes left of the journey to 
The Pas ie'was as far away as ever from a satis- 
facton^ solution to his problem. 

l^e question that was veidng Paxton’s mind--' 
it-hftd kept him a^ake and thinking most of the 
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-^itgJit====was~wFy uTthe devil a certain womaiji who 
had no iaterest whatever in dbg-racing should be 
going to The Pas on the same train with the Derby 
crowd. 

The woman who had been the cause of his sleep¬ 
lessness was only three seats away as he stood 
fussing with his cltib-bag. She was taller than the 
average, two or three years imder thirty, very at¬ 
tractive physically, and with a tilt to her head that 
was almost maddening to Paxton. Though she was 
dressed in a rather short, tight-fitting skirt that 
displayed a very trim ankle and neatly booted foot, 
one’s attention was attracted more by her head 
with its mass of black hair riotous above dark eyes 
that were generously arched and filled with, pride. 
With her was an English maid who obeyed the 
commands of her mistress and studied her evei^ 
whim as if she had been trained to little else from, 
childhood. 

Paxton ^ew Marfon Curtis, had known her for 
a number--of years in fact. He had known her as 
a young woman before she had married Trueman 
Curtis. He had knowh, her even better since the 
imtimely death of her husband had sent her out 
into the business world to shift for herself. 

He closed his club-bag with a very resolute snap 
and stood out in th^ .aisle. Then quickly he turned 
and walked forward" in the car. Three seats away 
he paused and turned his bro.ad and ingratiating 
smile upon the woman who had occupied his at, 
teption. ■ ' ■ 
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didn’t know yon were interested in dog-rac- 
injg, Mrs. Curtis,” he said in an effort to open a 
pleasant form of conversation. " . ' 

. .“Oh, how do you do, Mr. Paxton,” she returned 
sweetly, offering her hand. “You never can tell 
what a woman may find interesting. We never 
know that ourselves, ” 

“I 'believe it, ’’ Paxton replied. 

“But I assure you I am interested in dog-racing 
—very much so, indeed. ’ ’ 

Her accent was soft but carried a note that 
made her appear thoroughly at ease in the world. 

“I suppose, then, you’re betting heavily on the 
outcome,”he continued with an attempt at hmnor. 

“Qh,:_my, no —not heavily, at any rate. I 
wouldn’t mind placing a wager after I get there 
and find out something about th^ con(i|tions, ” 
“Well,” Paxton offered, “I have a little loose 
change left. Let me know when you’re ready.” 

“Fine—will!” she replied with enthusiasm. 
“Are you a good loser, Mr. Paxton!” 

‘ ‘ Always—^to.a lady, "he replied. 

“Then, by George, I’m going to try you out!” 
she laughed. 

The harmless little expletive with which she 
adorned her last speech ciame rather explosively 
from between lips that were a little too tight and 
perhaps a little too thin. Warren K. Paxton 
didn’t like those lip^, He (Udn’t like the chin, 
either, that seemed toVome forward just a trifle 
when she spoke, IliereVas a challenge there and 
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although Paxton could not but admire the woman 
who gave it, neither could he forge^hat he had 
lost a good night’s sleep because of in 

He looked at her now and tried to estimate the 
significance of what he sa# in her face. He had 
knovm Marion Curtis for nearly five years and 
always when in her company he had found him¬ 
self dropping unavoidably into the habit of 
estimating her. 

“Do you know, Marion Curtis,” he said 
abruptly, “I’ve had dealings of various kinds 
with you ever since your husband died—and be¬ 
fore—^but I find you just as inscrutable as ever.” 

She laughed heartily., i 

“Mr. Paxton, you are jiositively funny. This is 
at least the third time you have said that very 
thing to me.” '-1 

Paxton tried, with ‘little success, to conceal his 
embarrassment. 

“Tke third and last time,” he replied, “and I 
hope j^u take no offence at what I say.”, 

“Ohj^ no—no!” The finality with which she 
^ ^isihn sg'ed any such possibility was very character¬ 
istic. It was not at all necessary for her to wave 
it aside with a little sweep of her hand nor to tilt 
her chin very perceptibly—though she did both— 
to give the impression she evidently desired to 
give. The tone of her voice was quite sufficient. 

'Paxton found himself in even greater dif¬ 
ficulties. 

“I’m a clumsy joker, Mrs. Curtis. My frien48 
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knowlhat and just put up ^^th it.” At last he 
seemed on the point of regaining his wonted cool¬ 
ness. “The fact is, Marion Curtis, you’d be a 
very agreeable sort of woman if you weren’t -so 
damned anxious, to dominate ’ everyone about 
you!” / j;r ' 

The words came suddenly and with a bluntniess 
that was almost a surprise even to Paxton him¬ 
self. His smile now did full service as veneer. 
Marion Curtis looked at him once with eyea that- 
went far beneath the. smile. Then she laughed^at 
him again. ' 

“Do you know, Mr. Paxton, you’ve said that to 
me before, too? And besides—you said you were 
a gopd loser. Surely you wouldn’t object to being 
dominated by a woman.^’ 

“I resent the suggestion—decidedly,”" Paxton 
replied in his 'best humor. “Not even by a good 
looking woman.” 

After all, he thought to himself as he walked 
away, Marion Curtis was a devilishly attractive 
woman with a quick brain and a quick tongue—" 
and she had a way with her. If she could only be 
taught to keep her place in the world he could find 
a great deal in the woman to admire. , , 

But that was precisely what Marion Curtis 
could no't or w:ould not be taught. In fact, she 
didn’t seem to have the vaguest idea of what kind 
of place a woman should fill- in life. During the 
brief three years that she had been the wife of 
Truenaan Curtis she had quietly reclamed her 
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young rake of a husband while society still shook 
its head sadly over the tragic mistake she had 
made in marrying him. And then one morning 
the world awoke to find him one of the most suc¬ 
cessful young lawyers in the city with a political 
career opening straight before him. His sudden 
death had left Marion Curtis a widow at twenty- 
five and without many serious regrets. 

She had mourned the death of young Curtis 
neither very long nor very deeply. ^ Marion Curtis 
was at heart a gambler—a gambler with an ra- 
breakable will of her owri. She had married True¬ 
man Curtis partly out of pity for a man who was 
"■©a^^tently and uninterruptedly making an ass of 
hims§lf>....,^he temptation to take him iq^and and 
make him ovbisw^s^^ great for her to resist. The 
fact that a st^pppod in-hpfrrf?^ 

her woyk was complete had hurt her pride more 
than anything else. And Marion Curtis was very 
proud. She had relied upon pride when she went 
out to meet the world after Curtis had been taken 
out of her life forever. Now, nearly three years 
later, she was proud in the knowledge that she had 
never been beaten and in the confidence that she 
nbver would be. 

The station platform was filled with a motley 
northern crowd such as one might expect to see at 
a carnival or a masquerade ball. /Men in 
picturesque caribou parkas decorated with bright 
ribbonpi of all colors and boqnd aboqt with long 
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tasselled scarfs stood by smoking in silence as 
they watched the visitors descend from the train. 

' There were girls, too, in beaded moccassins and 
brightly colored coats and toques, their warm 
breaths whitening into little clouds in the crisp 
air. Back against the wall of the station-house it¬ 
self stood an irregular line of Indians and an oc¬ 
casional squaw hunched into a black shawl, all 
alike interested in the h6w arrivals but showing 
never a sign of it in their dark faces. 

Marion Curtis stepped down lightly to thej?l®^ 
form and shook her shoulders bris^y-as'she drew 
her first deep breath, ofnqrfeefnair. Warren K. 
Paxton stoodonly^arfewfeet away doing his best 
to^^la-aifliamy. , - 

cold up here hut you don’t feel it,” he 
said jocularly.^ ; . 

“I think it’s positively wonderful!” she replied 
with enthusiasm. 

“Wonderful—^good Lord!” Paxton exclaimed.' 
“Marion Curtis, you’re unconscious—you’re 
freezing to death—that’s what’s the matter. Do 
you notice a sleepy feeling creeping oyer you. 
That’s a sure sign.” ' 

She did not reply at once, She gave no sign 
even that she had caught his little joke. Her eyes 
were fixed on a ma^rvellous team of five black and 
gray huskies and their driver standing leisurely 
beside them, one hand, on the head of his big lead- 
dog, tee other toying twth a long whip. 

^‘1 don’t think I was ever more awake in my 
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life, Mr, Paxton,” she declared without sliifting 
her gaze. “Did you ever see such wonderful 
dogs?” 

Paxton turned to look in the direction she 
vindicated. > 

“Huh! You’ve picked the prize team of the 
north country. Don’t put any money on them, 
though. They’re good looking and they can haul 
a load, but they haven’t the speed.” ‘ 

“ByJ3reorge,'D’d rather bet on that team and 
lose than win a thousand on'^'any other!” she ex¬ 
claimed. , 

“You’ll find lots to take your money, young wo¬ 
man. Better appoint me your trustee for the 
duration of the visit. Here—^I’ll give you the first 
thrill of your visit,'Mrs, Curtis,” he said sud¬ 
denly. “Conie along and I’ll get him to take you 
to your hotel. I know him well enough to break 
the ice—and he’s a little different from the rest 
of them. Come on—I’ll be responsible.” 

He stepped briskly towards the end of the plat¬ 
form and Marion Curtis followed him. 

“Came here five years ago—a regular booze 
artist,” Paxton murmured,» half-covering his 
mouth with one hand and casting his eyes towards- 
the young fellow standing by his dogs. “Cleaned 
right up—altogether a decent sort of fellow — 
name’s Brander—Kirk Brander—ruephew of, old 
Henry Tyne’s—you know.” 

“Kirk Brander?” she asked in surprise. For 
once Marion Curtis was caught off her guabd. 
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“Yes—^you know him?” 

“Oh, no—^it’s rather a nice name, don’t you 

think? It seems to me-” 

But they were already beside Kirk and Paxton 
was busy with the introduction. Marion Curtis 
extended her hand cordially and smiled. For a 
moment she experienced a small panic lest Kirk 
should un-nittingly drop a word that might give 
Paxton further food for thought. 

But Kirk’s smili^, dbrdial as it \^as, revealed 
nothing and his weirds bespoke merely the wel¬ 
come which the n'orthland extended to all its 
visitors. ■ 

Paxton lost no, time in suggesting to Kirk that 
he should drive' Marion Curtis to her hotel, and 
after a .few minutes spent in giving directions to 
her maid she accepted Kirk’s invitation to a seat 
in his cariole. When he had tucked the robes 
snugly about her he gave a sharp whistle, 
flourished his long whip in the air, and the dogs 
were olf. . 

No word was spoken by either of them as the 
dogs sped along, down one street after another, 
towards the centre of the town. Seated in the 
cariole, Marion Curtis was tasting the joys of her 
first ride behind a dog team. Behind her, running 
close to the end of the cariole, Kirk divided his at¬ 
tention between his dogs and his passenger, who 
from the first glance she had given him out of her 
dark eyes, had held a strange but compelling 
fascination for him. 
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haci had enough experience in life to know 
precisely the nature of the appeal which Marion 
Curtis made to him. As yet he had seen nothing 
pf her dominating business ability except what he 
\ had caught in the first look she had given him 
when they had been introduced by Paxton. Of 
that he was to’know more later..' "What he knew 
now was that she was a woman, with a woman’s 
eyes and a woman’s voice, and the subtle sugges¬ 
tion of sex made him wish he could put his' hand 
out to where she sat beneath him and lay it upon 
the soft fur that closed snugly about her neck. At 
the next thought he almost cursed his uncle. Could 
it be possible'that foxy old Henry Tyne had sent 
Maribp Curtis into the north country simply to 
lead Kirk back to him ? ' i i' 

The suspicion lingered with him stUl as he drew 
his dogs to a standstill before J;he hofe and taking 
her hand assisted her to her feet and out upon 
the sidewalk where she stood a moment smiling at 
him, her cheeks flaming from the ride in the frosty 
morning air. 

Suddenly the. smile vanished from her face and 
her voice assumed a tone that was quite matter-of- 
fact. ’ 

I “It was very fortunate to meet you just^like 
this,” she said. “I had wondered a little^ the 
•| way up just how I should find you without draw- 
’-ing too much attention, especially from our friend, 
Paxton. You have heard from your unclef” 

Kirk nodded an affirmative. 
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1^, you important. 

‘‘NOThmg ^ept(that I was to taie my in¬ 
structions from you,” Kirk rej)lied. 

\ “Well, .we can’t talk here. You can see me 
'soonl '^e must have a little talk to explain just 
why I’ve come. When can you see mef” 

“Any^l^ie,” Kirk replied, “though jierhaps 
we’d better leave it till after the race.” 

“Are you going to run, then!” she asked look¬ 
ing at the dogs. 

“No, but I’m interested in a friend of mine who 
is going to win^’ 

“You must drop in to see me anyhow before 
the race. I’d like to make a little bet with Pax¬ 
ton, , He seemed keen on getting me into it. I 
don’t know much about the game—^perhaps you 
could instruct me.” 

She turned and was about to go but halted sudr, 
denly and looked back at Kirk. As-nfie'’3id^ 
Paxton came swinging down the street. Walking 
beside him was Phil Boche. 

“Wlien I have settled on who the winner.’s go¬ 
ing to be,” Marion Curtis said when Paxton had 
come up,'“I’ve a hundred or so that I’d like to use 
just to draw you out.” 

i “Good!” replied Paxton, “mymind’s settled 
now. ’ ’ He put his hand on Phil Roche’s shoulder. 
“Meet Phil Roche, the winner of fhe Derby,’? he 
announced by way of introduction. 

Marion Curtis bowed and Kirk smiled a little 
. at Paxton’s assertion of confidence in his favorite. 



THE LOBSTICK TRAIL 


“Isn’t that right?” Paxton enquired of him. 

“I call Tuck Roberts to win,” Eark replied 
simply.'s ' , 

“For how much?” Paxton asked and Roche 
stepped closer. 

“A thousand, even money.” ,' 

“And five hundred of mine with it,” suddenly 
put in Marion Curtis. . ' . . 

Paxton and Roche spoke a few words together. 
Then, “Done!” said Paxton. 


CHAPTER IV. 


A S KIRK drove down the street he could not 
help a feeling of something like resent¬ 
ment rising within him—though ai whom 
he was resentful he could not' have clearly ex¬ 
plained. Marion Curtis, beautiful and com¬ 
pelling, had made the sort of appeal to him that 
left him annoyed with himself and out of sorts 
with the world in general. 

But even as he thought about it he was awai'e of 
someone' speaking to him and looking up his eyes' 
met those of Ruth Mackay,\soft and smiling and 
chiding him in their gentlen^^ 

“Dog-gone it, Ruth,” he s^, shaking her hand 
and looking into her dark eyes, “but you’re 
prettier every time I see you. If you get any bet¬ 
ter I’m going to shoot Tuck Roiberts and run away 
with you myself. ” 

Ruth blushed a little and then going to the lead- 
dog stooped and put her arms about his shaggy^ 
neck. ' . \ 

“Dear old Bingo remembers me, too^ Kirk,” 
she cried delightedly. “Oh, he’s a beaiity!” 
i In Ruth Mackay, the only daughter of a re- , 
tired servant of the Hudson’s Bay Company who 
had taken to prospecting with abundance of luck. 
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there was the dark strain of Cree blood that came 
to her from her mother’s side some thgee gener¬ 
ations back. But Kirk had always felt^r beauty 
had been enhanced by it. At any rate Tuck 
Roberts loved her and Kirk wanted no other 
prompting. And there was much in the girl’s ap¬ 
pearance to justify not only Tuck Roberts but any 
man in falling in love with her. 

Eark stood for a moment looking down at the 
two. In the girl’s head with its rich brown hair 
lying upon her soft neck and in her face with its 
large soft brown eyie^ and full^ clear, rounded 
cheeks there was everything ■^^that suggested 
tenderness and gentleness and woman’s love. In 
Bingo’s grizzled face, its pointed, tufted ears, its 
square; broad forehead and wolf-like jaws covered 
with a mixture of black and gray l^air, its white 
fangs just showing from between.his lips on 
which there was a constant suggestion of a snarl,“ 
and its eyes, srfiaU, piercing, with a smouldering 
fire within—there may have been something of 
fierce beauty in it but it was a face in which no 
one but the fondest lover of dogs could find the 
first trace of affection, Eark had always loved his 
leader and=had always trusted him, too, but he 
knew that Bingo was not a dog to be trifled with. 
And so he. treated him always seriously, gi'^g. 
him cause at no tiijqd-to doubt his mastery, v 

Kirk stooped to look his dogs over while Ruth 
stood watching him. From one dog to another he 
went, lifting their feet in his hands and examining 
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them carefully. When he came finally to Bingo 
, he spent rather longer and scrutinized the soft 
pads on the dog’s feet very closely. In,spite of 
the long journey Bingo’s feet were in perfect con¬ 
dition, ‘ ffirk ran his fingers up the muscles of the 
dog’s fore-legs and over the shaggy, bulging chest 
where it showed deep and well to the front be¬ 
tween the dog’s shoulders. 

‘‘Bingo, you*old rascal,” he said, slapping the . 
dog’s shoulders and pulling at the long coarse hair 
on his neck, “nothing could kill you—nothing, un¬ 
less too much attention.” 

He got to his feet. 

. “Tell your dadH’m coming in to see him soon— 
and have a big plate of those griddle cakes all 
ready with a side dish of those , red raspberries 
I helped^ou pick last^aummer. Let me caU for 
you. and"* take you down tp, see ^the start of the 
race,” he said as he swung his team out into the 
street again. 

“Win you bring the team!” she asked. 

‘ ‘ Sure thing. Be rga^dy about five. ’ ’ 

„ He drove away leaving Buth smiling and waving 
to him from the sidewalk. 

With the race only a few hours away the town 
was a-stir with flutterings of gossip on "the big ; 
event. There was a touch almost of spring soft-' 
ness in the air and not a trace was left 
of the big blizzard that had swept the country 
three days before, except the huge banks of 
spow that lay in the streets and blocked the trails 
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where they led in different directions out of town. 

The racers themselves were ,very little in evi¬ 
dence. The element of suspicion does not play a 
large part among men whose life is lived for the 
most part in the open, but no man takes a chance 
in a game where the stakes are worth playing for. 
Every man spent the day with his dogs and car¬ 
ried out his preparations quietly and unobserved. 

At noon the racers came together to meet the 
Derby committee and hear the chairman read the 
conditions under which the race was to be run. 
The course was laid from a point, on the river to 
the house of a trader at Sturgeon Landing, fifty 
miles away, the race to be run over the full course 
and back again, finishing at the starting point on 
the river. A lin^ which marked the starting and 
finishing points had already beep set and posi¬ 
tions at the start were to be drawn for when the 
teams were ready to take their places. The time 
set for the start was five minutes after six in the 
evening and late-comers would have to accept the 
hafid^p or drop out of the running. 

On one point particularly Bob Harkwell, the 
chairman, laid special emphasis, /'in the event of 
one team overhauling another and wishing to pass, 
it was to be understood that only the most sports¬ 
manlike conditions could be tolerated. ^No ob¬ 
structions other than those offered nararally by 
the conditions of the trail over which chey were 
travelling could be countenanced.” \ 

‘‘Jf a man wants to use his whip when another 
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teafn is trying tp pass him,” Harlcw’^ell explained, 
“he must throw it low and on the side of his team 
away from the team that’s coming up. Is that 
clear?” 

There was a general murmur of asseht and ap¬ 
proval. 

“By gar,” broke in a French half-breed who 
had'entered t§am ii^'j^he race, “I lak see any 

man t’row de w’ipi at my dog. You have to send 
out an’ bring him in—he can’t come in alone, 
thiat’s sure!” 



CHAPTEK V. 


W ITH everything set for the race Kirk left 
Tuck with his dogs and went hack to the 
hotel. Once in his room he spent a good 
half hour standing before his window engrossed 
in his own thoughts. The sky. was a perfect 
winter blue and the sunlight lay warm upon the 
snow. Straight before him lay the flat white 
breadth of the river and beyond it the tree-covered 
wilds that reached on and out to where lay the 
great silent valleys and the far forgotten hills. 
His pulse quickened as he gazed and he involun¬ 
tarily drew a long, deep breath as if he wished to 
take into his very heart all that lay before him, 
its majestic beauty, its white expansiveness, its 
age-long challenge, its mighty spirit. 

There was undoubtedly a newly-awakened iii- 
terest in the limitless possibilities of this great 
north country. Men of rfieans and the'big in¬ 
terests both in Canada and in the United States 
were turning their eyes in the direction of this, 
probably the last, unexploited mineral district on 
the continent. What the ultimate effect of this 
newly-awakened interest would be time alone 
could tell. But there was enough of the gambler 
in Kirk Brander to wish that he might be on Imnd 
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to watch this new game, the great game where 
riaen of means would play strong hands to win big 
stakes. And as he thought of it all he felt his 
lately renewed enthusiasm for the big cities some¬ 
what dampened. 

He would find Marion Curtis at once ahd hear 
her story. If his good old uncle was going to be 
one nf tne men in the . game, the sooner Kirk 
Brander, his runaway nephew, learned dil there 
was to ,taow about it the better. 

He looked at his, watch. It was shortly after . 
three o’clock. He turned abruptly from the 
•mn^dow an4 left the room. "In response-to his 
knock, Maiton Curtis herself opened her door and 
greeted him with her rare smile. 

“Come in,” slie said simply. “Do you know I 
was almost; expecting you—hoping you might drop 
along, at least. I am just going to have a cup of 
tea.” 

Kirk entered and allowed' his eyes to rest a 
moment on tfie white-spread table^th its burden 
of china and refreshments. . . 

“You put me under obligation to you very early 
in our acquaintance, Mrs. Curtis,” Bark observed. 

“You are not quite fair,” she reprov^ him 
^htly. “I’m sure the offering of an innocent 
cup of tea should not be looked upon so seriously.” 

“Well, it’s mighty good of^you, anyhow,” ESrk 
teplied, and took the chair which she offered him 
at the little table. 
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With a word to her maid she took her place 
opposite him and prepared to serve the tea. 

“Are we prepared to talkJjusiness,” she asked 
with a smile, “or is there too much excitement 
in the air to-day t” 

“I shall he governed entirely by your wishes 
in the matter,’’Kirk replied. 

“I didn’t expect to get so gallant a reply from 
a-^a man of the woods,” she responded and there 
was something almost coquettish in her manner 
as she,spoke. • . 

VGallantry is always a matter of occasion,” re¬ 
turned Kirk, “occasion and inspiration.” 

. “Good,” she laughed. “Perhaps the individual 
has something to do with it, too, however. I can’t 
see our big friend—^Paxton’s favorite—what was 
his name?’! - 

“Phil Roche^” Bark prpmpted. 

“Yes. I can’t see him'in the role of a gallant, 
for instance. ” 

“You have to understand Phil,” Bark protested. 
“Ife’s not half so bad as he looks. And besides— 
Phil hasn’t had the kind of treatment that is 
likely to make courtiers of men.” 

“Oh—a woman there too?” 

'“Isn’t it always so?” 

“Well, that may be a matter of opinion,” Mar¬ 
ion suggested. “Still—tell me'about it.” 

She had'begun to pour tea as>she spoke and 
l^rk could not help noticing the softer tone that 
bad crept into her voice. He was not unconscious 
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of her physical beauty as he looked at her but 
now it was the beauty of her voice that appealed 
to him, a voice that had groTWi strangely soft and 
held nothing of the brusque, matter-of-fact quality 
that he had associated with het when they had 
first met that morning. 

And so Kirk undertook to tell her tlie story of 
Phil Roche and his unfortunate love for Jule 
Allen, the daughifer of old John Allen of the White 
Squaw mine. His telling, moreover, was almost 
an apo'logy for Phil Roche—^he believed in giving 
the devil his due, be the devil never so black. 

If one circumstance is sujficient to damn a man’s 
life, then Kirk felt that Phil Roche had a fairly 
good case. From time to time stray bits of news 
had gone about concerning a girl who had been 
seen only three or four times by the trappers and 
prospectors who explored the northern woods and 
waterways by winter and summer. Gossip had 
made the girl surpassingly beautiful—^mueh too 
beautiful to be true—^and scores of strange stories 
had been invented concerning her origin and her 
^lace of residence. Naturally much mystery sur¬ 
rounded her, mystery that was spun for the most 
part about the warm stoves in such places as Wu 
Long’s restaurant. That invention was fl-equent- 
ly overdone might be excused in the light of the 
fact that for a long time there were very few 
facts on which to draw for support. ^ 

When men have spun a fine mystery for them¬ 
selves they dislike nothing so much as having it 
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treated rudely. For months it had been accepted 
as settled that the girl was a white squaw whom 
the natives of the wilds kept hidden because of her 
rare beauty. It was a shock, therefore, when it 
became known that she was none other than Jule 
Allen, the daughter of the eccentric old English- 
mem, John AUen. Old man Allen and his daughter 
had entered the district by way of the Saskatche¬ 
wan from the west and having once settled in a 
spot of their own choosing, nestled dowm and let 
the rest of the world pass unnoticed. Bpt this dis¬ 
covery produced only a small flutter 6f» surprise 
compared with the^ater announcement that Phil 
Eoohe had returned from a couple of/months’ 
prospecting in the Ripple Creek district with the 
news that he had met Jule Allen and was going 
back to take the wood-nymph of the northern wilds 
for his wife. Roche himself was not generally 
liked and the thought of his marrying one whose 
being was, something more than hmhan in the 
m i n ds of the more imaginative prodnced much 
discussion that was anything but pleasant. For 
a couple of weeks they had awaited the appearance 
of old John Allen in tovra in the hope that the old 
Englishman would settle their dpubts and allay 
their fears. 

But John Allen did not come. And one day Phil 
Roche and his near-slave, Joe Bedard, were miss¬ 
ing from town and speculation was rife once more. 
About a week later he returned! accompanied by 
Bedard—but no bride. 



THE LOBSTICK TEAIL 47 

For days Eoche. refused to answer the pointed 
enquiries that were directed at him. Bedard 
seemed not even to hear the questions^ that were 
shot at him from every side. T^en the wise ones 
began to draw wry faces and put their tongues in 
their cheeks or wink knowingly when the affair 
was mentioned, Phil Eoche became at first 
angry, then frigidly dignified. Finally an old 
missionary arrived from Cumberland House with 
a couple of Indians. A few days later the story 
of Eoche’s disappointment was being circulated 
freely among the men: 

Eoche, it appeared, had arrived at Cumberland 
House on the appointed day and had gone im¬ 
mediately to the priest in charge of the mission 
ther^ answer to the missionary’s questioning 
loo^ Eoche,’had told him that the bride-to'-be 
would be on hand sometime during the afternoon. 
Eoche had gone inunediately to the shore at a 
point overlooking the lake and had waited there 
until evening. A|iout sunset Jule Allen had ar¬ 
rived in a canoe with two Indians and had joined 
Eoche. Together they had sat on the shore until 
dark, Jule’s t#o Indians and Joe Bedard squat¬ 
ting beside the canoes at the edge of the water 
some hundred yards away. There had been some¬ 
thing approaching an argument between Eoche 
and Jule, escape from which Jule had, effected by 
calling her two Indians to her. They had escorted 
her to her canoe and had pushed out across the 
lake in the gathering darkness, leaving Eoche and 



48 


THE LOBSTICK TRAIL 


Bedard standing on tlie shore. Roehe had been 
furious at first, then realizing how little he could 
gain from anger, had turned philosophical, con¬ 
signed women in general to perdition, took a nor¬ 
mal night’s rest, slipped away early the next 
morning with Joe Bedard, and returned to The 
Pas. 

But no one ever knew why Jule Allen had failed 
to live up to her agreement with Phil Roche, and 
the girl herseK never came to town to give anyone 
an opportunity of learning her side of the story. 
That her aetioil came to be looked upon with gen¬ 
eral disfavor was only natural even though Phil 
Roche had few qualities to commend him to the 
favor of those who knew him. 

“And do you share the feeling that the others 
have for Jule Allen?” Marion Gurtis asked Kirk 
when he had finished telling her the story. 

ICjrk considered a while before he made answer, 

“I hq.ye seqn Jule Allen only onjpe,” he replied 
finally.'^ PTitijit was four years a^o', and she was 
a mere ^rl then. She is a woman now. She was 
a woman last summer when she met Phil Roche. 
A woman that’s worth anything doesn’t do that 
kind of thing.” 

“You almost^ make me hope that Phil Roche 
wins the race,” she said smiling. 

Then briefly she told him of the hopes she had 
once entertained and the harsh fate that had 
intervened just when it seemed she was about to 
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realize them. Kirk listened and felt again the 
deep appeal of her voice. 

“You will permit me to say that I am sorry,” 
he said when she paused finally. 

“I know you are sincere when you say that,” 
she said, “but regrets are not at all necessary. I 
know how to lose without whimpering. And I have 
put all that behind me. Warren Paxton and his 
set have dogged my tracks without ceasittjg ever 
since I began to show them that I could get along 
without the help of a brilliant husband. And we Ve 
got Paxton in a game now that’s going to be won 
by the best man. He’s in—he can’t get out—^he’s 
got to go in farther. And in the end he’s got to 
take his licking, by George, or Marion Curtis has 
to take it. I’m not superstitious but if PhU Roche 
wins this race Warren Paxton will take it as a 
good omen. I want his money now if I put a match 
to it as soon as I get it. I’m going to play hiTn 
right across the table until he’s had enough.” 

When she hhd finished speaking she looked 
steadily at Kirk a moment. 

“What I want to know is, are you in the game 
too?” she said, and her voice had lost all its mel¬ 
lowness. 

Kirk considered a moment. 

“I don’t know much about it yet,” he said 
slowly, “but—is Henry Tyn6 in it?” 

“It’s almost life or death to Henry Tyne,” she 
declared. ^ 

“Then it’s life or death to me,” Bark replied; 
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F ifteen minutes before the time announced 
for the start Kirk swung his team over the 
high bank of the river and down the trail 
that led to the ice-level. In the cariole sat Euth 
•.Mackay, a light robe tucked about her, observing 
|vdth admiration and satisfaction the spirited 
movements of the dogs with Bingo in the lead. 
Already a number of the teams were in their 
places waiting |or thfe word to go and the crowd 
had been gathering for more than half^an hour. 
Following close behind Kirk came Tuck Boberts, 
his dogs yelping and snapping in their eagerness 
for action. At the sight of Tuck’s approach a 
cheer went up that brought a smile to Buth’s face . 
as she turned and looked behind her, first at 
Tuck’s racers and then at Kirk Brander. 

“I believe they want us to win, ’’ she said simply. 
But even as she spoke a second cheer rose from 
the crowd and looking behind him as he ran Kirk 
saw Phil Boche and his team dropping down in 
the trail behind him. Then as they broke through 
f the crowd and the teams took their positions be¬ 
fore the starting line, Kirk had a glimpse of Mar¬ 
ion Curtis, radiant and smiling, standing beside 
Warren Paxton. 
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Then, with a strange presentment of evjl, Kirk 
noticed for the first time the figures of Jim Ca- 
vanagh and Sergeant Keene of the Mounted 
Police pushing their way quietly through 
the crowd. They had evidently just arrived 
and Kirk sensed something unpleasant in 
their manner as they approached Bob Harkwell 
of the race committee an^ held him in conference 
i for a few nainutes. It was evident from the hush 
■ that gradually came upon the crowd that Kirk’s 
vag^ue fears were share^ by others besides him¬ 
self. 

When they had finished their talk, Harkwell, 
Cavanagh and Keene left their place near the 
starting-line and made their way towards Bark. 
When they were within a few yards of him, Ca¬ 
vanagh beckoned to Kirk and the three men waited 
until he joined them. 

“What’s the trouble, Jim?” Kirk asked as he 
came within easy speaking distance. 

Cavanagh’s voice was quiet and altogether inof¬ 
fensive. 

“Get Tuck over here for a minute,”^e replied. 

Kirk left at once and in a moment returned ac¬ 
companied by Tuck. 

• “Sorry to have to step in on you like this, 
boys,” Cavanagh explained, “but I have my work 
to do.” 

“You don’t mean— ’’ Kirk began. * 

Cavana^ was serious. “I’m damn’ sorry to 
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have^ to. say so, Brander, but the trail from that 
fur cache seems to lead here.” 

“Wheret” 

“Tuck.” 

The word struck Kirk like a knife-thrust. He' 
^ufned to Tuck and looked at. him. 

“Why—Tuck!” he appealed. ,, 

'But Tuck gave him no reply. He was standing 
motionless, his faqe white and expressionless, his 
eyes fixed upon Oavanagh ^d Keene. 

The crowd, looking for sensation, moved in 
about the small group, and it was not long before 
even the drivers left their teams for a few hurried 
moments to learn what they could of the startling 
turn affairs *had taken. ‘ Roche, having left his 
team, with-Jde Bedard whose own team was next 
to Roche’s at the starting line, pressed close and 
listened attentively to every word. 

“Awful foolish of Tuck,” he remarked to a by¬ 
stander. 

Kirk pressed Cavanagh for an explanation, 
but the constable warned him that the interests 
of everyoi^(^^ncerned would be best served by 
leaving a^^^^iscussion of the affair until the 
proper time had arrived. Bail to any amount was 
offered but the serious nature of the crime and 
the circumstances attending it made it impossible 
for either Cavanagh or Keene to consider any step 
that would give their man an opportunity of slip¬ 
ping from their grasp, 

Kirk’s mind worked quickly. Wifh Tuck out of 
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the race a dozen unpleasant eventualities arose. 
Bark himself could do nothing 'by stayihg^ behind. 
He looked at Harkwell. 

Will the committee allow me to run for Tuck?” 
he asked. 

Harkwell called his committee hurriedly and af¬ 
ter a few seconds’ consultation Kirk’s request' 
was granted. 

“I want to take out Tuck’s leader and throw 
Bingo into his place,” Kirk said to Harkwell 
when the chairman had given his consent to Kirk’s 
entering the field. 

‘TSTo rule against that, Brander,” the chairman 
replied. “Finish with the same dogs you start 
out with and there’ll he no kick coming.” 

Kirk went at once to his team and, with the 
crowd looking, on, began taking Bingo out of the 
harness. While he was engaged in the task, Boche 
pushed his way through the crowd and stood for a 
moment above him. q 

“Is this right about you takin’ Tuck’s place?” 
he asked. 

Kirk looked up. 

“Have you ahy kick on it?” he asked. 

Boche grinned. 

“Why, no, Brander,” he replied. “Come on in. 
But I didn’t think you’d do that.” 

“Do what?” 

Boche laughed. “What? for Hawd’s sake — 
Kirk Brander goin’ sub for a fur-sneak!” 

The flame leaped within Kirk’s heart. He. 
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sprang to his feet and looked at Roehe for a frac¬ 
tion of a second across the narrow space that 
separated them. In his eyes hnmed the fires of a 
man who had been stimg almost to madness. The 
next moment he would have lannched himself 
against Roche who had steppecHffiick suddenly on 
the defensive. But there was" a quick movement 
among the men Itandmg close to him and strong 
arms were about him before he could move. Roche, 
having recovered from his first surprise, had to be 
held back in like manner and the two stood facing 
each other across the small open circle, the arms 
of each held by at least a half-dozen men almost as 
strong as themselves. 

Close by-atood Marion Curtis, her eyes flashing 
from excitement; But Ruth Mackay came between 
the men and fusing Bark looked at hii^ with her 
soft dark eyes •^et with tears. 

“The race, Kirk^V she said quietly, struggling 
to keep the sob' out of her voice. 

Kirk turned at once to his work and in a few 
minutes he was in his position ready for the start. 
For a moineht only did he take his attention from 
his team and that was to step aside once and grip 
the hand of Tuck Roberts who waited between 
Cavanagh and Keene to see the dogs get off. No 
word passed between theni. Tuck smil ad a little 
but Kirk’s face was set. 

At five minutes to six the teams were all in posi¬ 
tion—some twenty in; all—^and the men eager to be 
off. The trail led before them up the river into 
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tlie northerly set^gT sut^and the white snow was 
tinged lightly wjth rose where the little drifts 
stood up ^hind| their len^hening shadows of 
Blue. 

Suddenly Harkwell stepped out and stood be¬ 
fore the Une of racers. He called on them to voice 
their protests if they had any and for a moment 
aU waited in silence. No one spoke a word of pro¬ 
test and the chairman moved to one side and drew 
out his watch. The dogs, many of whom had been 
lying quietly in the ^ow, leaped up at the com¬ 
mands of their drivers and began tugging at their 
traces and yelping. Then Harkwell raised his 
hand. 

“Are you ready?” 

There was a moment more of waiting and hold¬ 
ing the dogs in check. 

Then— 

‘ ‘ Mush! ’ ’ and HarkweU’s hand dropped. 

The dogs sprang forward snarling and snapping 
and the ihen ran alongside using the heavy ends 
of their whips to keep them from fighting when 
they came too closely together; while the crowd 
pressed in and ^cheered their favorites. 

Hoping to avoid a mix-up on the start, Eark 
held his team back until the way was clear and 
then gave the word to his leader and was off. 
Only once Be looked back as he heard Euth’s voice 
calling to him and then he caught sight of Marion 
Curtis. standing silent and unmovihg, her eyes 
straight before her on the trail that he was 
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' taking. He fell in at the end oil the long line of- 
'Tacers now following each othenin a single file 
that veered and: turned and twiste^its way along 
the river trail. 

When the crowd had finally dispersed and gone 
back to the town, Ruth still stood on the high bank 
above the river^^ierbyes fixed upon the vanishing 
line of racers;now like a thin knotted thread of 
b^k'Sgainst the snow. And thus she stood until 
'""iCark and his team, the last in the long line, grew 
faintly visible and vanished finally around a bend 
in the river. 
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T he sun had already set by the time the 
team leading the long line of racers left the 
level of the river and climbing the bank 
swung off in a northerly direction over a winter 
portage. The river trail had taken them about 
fifteen miles from the starting line and the re¬ 
mainder of the outward half of the course, being 
tween forty and fifty miles, lay along a winter 
trail that ran across country, emerging now and 
then for a few miles along the rivers and across 
the lakes that abound'in the country between The 
Pas and Sturgeon Landing. 

, In ^e quickly gathering dusk Kirk Brander 
'found/it almost impossible to keep his eye on the 
[ Wding ste^m. 'The line was stiU strung out at 
le ngth^.ea^^f'^in following closely the team- in 
, front, the! nose of the lead-dog almost brushing 
the legs of the inmner ahead. Occasionally a team 
-^that had led for a few miles would draw aside 
and allow the team behind it to move into first 
place and break the trail which was'now becoming 
very heavy in spots where the snow had driftea ’ 
in and banked up in the open space between thb 
trees. There was no conversation among the men 
except now and then when a change in order made 
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it necessary for gone team to swing out of the trail 
to allow another to move up into its place. Even 
then the dogs reqmrgd so.much attention that 
little opportunity was given to talk. Only the 
gruff commands of the drivers and the occasional 
cracking of whips broke the silent monotony of 
the performance and even these sounds became 
less frequent as the night settled down with the 
cold snap of frost in the airi Little could be heard 
save the light tinkle of the'bells, the rhythmic pad 
^f moccassined feet in the snow and the soft brush- 
^dng of the toboggans in the trail. 

For at least twenty-five miles there was little 
change in the relative positions of the racers. 
Breaking trail through snow-drifts that have been 
left by a three days’ blizzard is slow and arduous 
work and the men showed little desire to compete 
for the honor of leading the others at this stage 
of the race. Gradually, hawever, Kirk found him¬ 
self approaching the front of the line as team after 
team dropped out of the leading position and took 
its place at the end of the string, where it had no 
difficulty in keeping up with the others. Of the 
twenty or ggpre teams that had left the starting. 
line togetb^ all were still nSaning consistently 
and it wa^ apparent that there 'smjpld.be no real 
trial either of enduh’ance or oijj&eet^ until the 
course had been broken, on the ou^afd half and a 
hard keen trail provided for the return. ^ 
Within ten miles of Sturgeon Landing, however, 
Kirk became gradually conscious of a new element 
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entering the contest. At first he conld not teU 
what prompted the feeling, but some instinct with¬ 
in him announced that the mere routine of measur¬ 
ing mile after mile was suddenly at an end and 
that before long he would be in a struggle in which 
mere mileage would be of small importance. It 
was apparent, too, that others in the line felt as 
he did, for the cracking of whips became more fre¬ 
quent, the drivers’ voices spoke with more urge, 
and even the'dogs seemed to have awakened to 
’ the fact that they were running a race. They 
barked and snapped ill-naturedly as they trotted 
. along in their harness, 

' As they broke from'the cover of the woods and 
carhe out upon the ydnd-beaten level of Sturgeon 
Lake for the last few iniles of the outward course 
to the Landing, only three teams were ahead of 
- Kirk in the line. The fact that two of these teams 
were driven by Joe Bedard and Phil EpcheJ^ave 
him some food for thoj^htl He was noThffaid of ” 
anything either of thhiii might do individually, 
though he did not underestimate Eoche’s ability 
nor his gameness. But he knew Bedard was sim- . 
ply a tool in Eoche’s hands and he was just a little 
anxious to know how the two would work together. 
’That they would work together he had not the 
^ sli^jtest doubt. He had brought upon himself the 
^ ^eipnify of both of them and the two hai been 
fiends for a long time. / 

Suddenly the team in the le^ dropped back and 
Eoche urged, his dogs forward as he took the first 

(6) - " ■ K 
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position. It was evideny that he was going to take 
advantage of the new conditions afforded by the 
lake to test out the spirit of his dogs. The gap 
between Roche and Bedard widened. With an oc¬ 
casional flourish of the whip, Roche was urging 
his team forward ixJ a sprint that showed clearly 
that from this point on, speed as well as endurance 
would be a factor in the struggle for mastery. 

Before them lay the blue-white expanse of the 
lake, unbroken save where an island with its bur¬ 
den of spruce tri&es shouldered up dimly under the 
cold light of tne stars. Beyond, less than ten 
miles away, -vyas Sturgeon Landing, the trading 
post that would mark the end of trail-breaking 
(and the beginning of the real race homeward. 

Kirk looked back. Immediately behind him 
lay a stretch of two hundred yards or more to 
the next team following. He dropped bd!^ a 
little from the end of his cariole and pressed his 
toe into the snow in three or four spots beside 
the trail over which his dogs had run. Under his 
soft moccassin the surface of the snow was crisp. 
The warm stm had melted it during, tlie day and 
the night frost had encrusted the snow with a thin 
film of ice. He straightened himself and length-- 
ened his stride till became ^ with his dogs again. 
The change of gait made hini conscious of hia own 
reserve; He delighted in^ tM easy response of his 
muscles and felt doubl^^^^e. He w^s never so 
fit in his life. r 
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“If you get away from me to-night, Phil,” he 
said to himself, “you’ll have to travel.” 

Bark’s only fear was for his dogs. That they 
were in perfect condition for the test that he 
would have to put them to he had no doubt—^pro¬ 
vided the crusted snow did not cut their feet. He 
went alongside and examined them each in turn, 
watching their movements carefully for the first 
indication of sore feet. When he had satisfied 
himself that they were still running strong he 
dr^pe|i back again behind the cariole and fell 
into his usual stride. 

Ahead of him, separating him from Joe Bedard, 
ran, a yoimg stranger who had come in from the 
outside to rxm his dogs in the race. 

“For a man who doesn’t like this kind of race,” 
he thought to himself, as he recalled something 
he had heard the young outsider say, “the stran¬ 
ger is making a fairly good showing.” \ 

But Phil Roche was steadily and pers\stently 
increasing his lead and Joe Bedard seemed in no 
way excited-^bout it or anxious to keep the gap 
from lengthening. Then Bark began to notice the 
pace falling off. The difference was scarcely per¬ 
ceptible at first and had he not been sp keenly 
alert to his own exceptional fitness he might easily 
have been tempted to think that he was growing 
tired. But he knew he had a safe reserve of energy 
that had not been drawn upon as yet and he knew, 
too, thflt if Roche and Bedard had a game of their 
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own. planning which they intended to play, it was 
jnst about time for them to begdn. 

That the drivers all knew the rules of the race, 
Joe Bedard included, Kirk had not the slightest 
doubt. A protest was all that would be necessary 
in the event of any flagrant breach of those rules, 
provided sufficient evidence could be given to 
prove the breach. But rules governing a dog-race 
are no more likely to operate perfectly than any 
other man-made laws and Kirk knew that Roche 
was crafty enough to do his scheming within the 
narrow limits of the laws under which they were 
running. 

One course was open to Kirk. He might speak 
to the driver of the team that separated him from 
Bedard and ask him either to /move into second 
place or to step to one side and give him an op¬ 
portunity of doing so without turning his dogs 
out of the trail. Once he was within reach of Be-^ 
dard he could handle the situation directly and at^^ 
least find out something of what their scheme was. 

Even as he thought it over, the voice of the 
driver ahead came to him. 

“This pace is gettin’ a little slow for me,'' he 
called back. ‘ ‘ How about you, pardner ? ” ^ 

“Go ahead—^I’m with you!’^ Bark replied. 

In a moment the young fellow was alongside, 
close to Bedard’s left, with Kir k following closely 
behind. Realizing suddenly that they were going 
to pass him, the half-breed began flourishing his 
whip and calling to his dogs. The two teams raced 
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along side by side, Bedard doing his utmost to 
stay abreast ' 

Thinking to discourage Him and, if possible, 
push him out of the trail, Kirk urged Bingo into 
the narrow space between the two carioles ahead 
of him. The next moment, however, he cursed his 
bad judgment. Jumping forward suddenly, Be¬ 
dard struck his leader sharply and drove him to 
the left where he collided ypith the leader of the 
other team. There was a menacing snarl, a couple 
of quick snaps from angry jaws and both teams 
stopped as if they had hit a stone wall. Kirk was 
unable to bAng his dogs to a standstill quickly 
enough to avoid trouble and before he knew what 
had happened, fifteen dogs were rolled together in 
a churning mass in which bven Bingo wHs indis¬ 
tinguishable from the rest. 

Nothing could possibly look more hopeless. 
With Roche gaining ground every minute, his dogs 
spending their energy only on the trail and saving 
their reserve for later, Kirk knew what a handicap 
he was being forced to ^ve this unforeseen 
mix-up. If his dogs came out of it vdth their legs 
and feet still sound he would be lucky. At any 
rate, they would have less strength left to draw 
upon if the final test should prove to be a strenq- 
ous one—and with Roche already^a mile ahead of 
them, Kirk had no doubt that the test would re^ 
qxure every ounce of euergy his dogs could muster, 
to say nothing of himself. 

Kirk did' not hesitate a moment. Stepping 
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quickly into the tumbling mass he kicked and '»• 
shoved his way towards the centre where he found 
Bingo and stooping, he lifted the dog bodily from 
the ground and carried him towards the outside. 
Regardless '^f the snapping jaws and tearing f^t 
and rolling bodies about him he succeeded, in ex--- 
tricating his leader whose teeth were set in the' 
shaggy throat of a dog belonging to the team that 
had tried to pass Bedard. The young driver step¬ 
ped in at once and when they had separated the 
two dogs they started off in opposite directions, 
gradually working their teams out of the tangle 
by pulling on the traces Eq which t^jp dogs were 
still secure. 

When at last the dogs were separated and each 
team was ready again for the trail, the majority 
of the other racers with their teanm going swung 
had passed them, giving the scen^f the fight ^ 
wide bert^ as they did so. Kirk’s mind was naade 
up in an iMtant. This time at least he Would be 
guilty of ho error in judgment. He quickly ex¬ 
amined the harness of his team and ran his hands 
hurriedly over their coats. , They had apnarentfy 
come off ydthout any serious jnishap. / 

** Readi, pardner ? ’ ’-came the voice of the young 
JfeUow wqo was' waiting a few yards a>yay. 

“Right,” Kirk called back in reply. '“How are 
youfixedlT” 

“Reckon I’m out of the runnin’,” (he replied,. 
“My dogs ain’t used to stagin’ a hhndred mile 
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race and a dog fight all in one night. ‘Leader’s laid 
out and another’s Weedin’ bad.” 

“Are you goo(f for the Landing?” 

‘ ‘ Sure—I ’m^good for the distance. I can run fit 
with four dogs if my leader can’t work-^but I 
can’t make speed.” . - 

Kirk came forward quickly. 

“All right, stranger,” he said,' “we’ve got to 
make the rest of the way to ' the Landing to¬ 
gether.” 

He turned to Bedard who was by this time giv¬ 
ing his leader the trail and throwing his dogs back 
into their harness. As Kirk stepped towards him 
he* lifted his wh ip and was on the point of hurrying 
off again as if nothing unusual had happened. 

“Joel” KirkVjalle^ j .. 

For a moment the half-breed looked as if he was 
not going to pay the slightest attention to Kirk’s 
challenge. 

“Now—look out I” Kirk warned and drew his 
whip into position. 

Bedard understood the movement and brought 
his team to a standstill immediately. Kirk went 
up to him and putting his hand heavily on his 
shoulder quite close to his neck gripped him so 
that he winced and made to move away as if he 
feared Kdrk was going to kill him. 

“Stand still, Joel” Kirk commanded. “If you 
were a dog, I’d kill you. Killing’s too good for 
you. From here to the Landing you’re going to 
run third. I’m coming along right behind you 
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and you’re going to make time—do you get that!” 

Thoroughly cowed, Bedard gave silent assent 
by the look in his eyes. 

“Lead away there, stranger!” Kirk called. 
“I’m going to bring this along. I don’t want him 
in the way yhen I come back. ’ ’ 

The dogs were in the trail again in an instant 
and the, distance to the Landing was covered at a 
run that never slackened a moment until they ar¬ 
rived before the door of the trader’s cabin. While 
they were still about two miles out Phil Eoche 
met them and passed by at a safe distance. At 
the first sight of Eoche Kirk spoke a few words to 
Bedard andbrought|the end of his whip so close to 
Bedard’s ear that the half-breed made no attempt 
at so much as a signal to the man with whom he 
was in collusion. 

They foimd the other teams already leaving one 
by one as they climbed the shore of the lake and 
drew up to the cabin. It was a matter only of 
minutes before Kirk was ready for the return 
trip. 

Fortunately he was well away before Bedard 
left the trader’s. How far Eoche was in the lead 
he had only a vague idea. It was probably not 
less than two miles—^possibly even more. With¬ 
out urging his dogs unnecessarily Kirk kept them 
swinging along at an even pace that was calcul¬ 
ated not only to eliminate the slower competitors 
but also to reduce the distance that Eoche had 
succeeded in putting between them. If he could 
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only catch Boche within the next three hours he 
would he content to let the teams fight it out for 
the remainder of the distance. Daylight would 
begin to' break in less than that time, and, for rea¬ 
sons of his own, he preferred not to force a deci¬ 
sion until there was a little more light. 

He crept up gradually upon one after another 
of the teams that were ahead of him. Carefully 
he marked them as he passl^d, keeping account of 
who they were and turning over in his mind as he 
hurried along the names of those who were still 
between him and Eoehe. The line of racers was 
^ badly broken now, the teams being separated by as 
nrach as a mile^in some instances. The trail was 
keen .tmd the faster teams had little diflSculty in. 
l^^g'their heavier and slower rivals behind. 

The eastern sky was already brightening when 
Kirk finally swung to one side from the trail and 
passed a team that he- had been following closely 
for more than half an hour. It had been a half 
hour of determined ejffort on the part of both men 
• and Kirk’s rival had fought grimly to hold the 
lead until his dogs could do no more. He veered 
a little from the trail as Bark went by and waved 
his hand and shouted. 

“ Go it, you bounder! ’ ’ 

Kirk waved his hapd in reply, shouted and 
cracked his whip. The exmtement of the race was 
beginning to get into his blood now that speed had 
become the really important facWr in the contest. 

So far as Kirk recalled he passed everyone 
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but Roche now. Looking back in the slpwly faint 
gray of very early morning he could see that no 
one was following closely enough to cause him any 
anxiety. The race now hung upon his ability to 
overhaul and pass Phil Roche, 

For almost an hour he jogged along behind his 
dogs, his eyes blurred by the biting cold of the 
early dawn as he kept them consistently in the 
direction of the trail before him in the hope of 
catching a glimpse of his rival. 

Suddenly, as he emerged from the cover of the 
wood and came out upon a small lake he , saw a 
moving shadow just leaving the lake level less . 
than half a mile away. Kirk gained the smooth, 
even surface of the lake just as the shadow dis¬ 
appeared among^the trees on the other side. 

For the first time during the race he sent his 
whip alongside his team and Bingo left the trail 
at a bound as the report broke within a foot of his 
head. The distance across the lake was covered 
at a speed that was faster than anything they had 
done that night. Up the bank they leaped and 
took the trail through the thick growth, of willows 
that'covered a mile or so of low flat ground. They 
broke^suddenly round a quick bend in the trail 
and came upon a team of dogs and a driver who 
at the sight of Kirk began to shout excitedly and 
• use his whip. But it was not Roche. 

In a few minutes, in spite of shouting and whip¬ 
ping, the racer gave way to Eark and the trail 
was once more clear before him. The fact that 
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he had failed in his accounting for all the teams 
as he passed them gave Kirk a feeling of uneasi¬ 
ness that grew as he went along. He had thought 
that Roche alone was ahead of him. He had some¬ 
how or other overlooked tli^s, man. Would it be 
possible that he had forgotten others as well. He 
went over the list and tried to recall them and to 
clear his own mind as to whether he had passed 
them or not. He thought so but— 

In the half-light of breaking daj^ he saw sha¬ 
dowy forms in the trail before him. Sometimes 
they were clear and again they bounded out of 
sight round a turn or vanished strangely where 
there was nothing but a straight and open trail 
among the trees. Was it possible that the shifting 
lights and shadows of day-break were playing 
tricks with, his visio^ ? He blinked his eyes and 
smiled.' . 1 

“Kirk Brander, youTe going Ipco,” ha^said to 
himself. > 

Suddenly the sound of Roche's voice came to- 
him. Less than a mile off lay the Saskatchewan 
and Roche"was somewhere within that mile.. He 
urged his dogs forward and at the sound of bark¬ 
ing that came from the trail ahead Binga's ears 
pointed up for a moment and with an answering 
yelp he was off at a pace that made the other dogs 
extend themselves to keep upj«dthout bemg actu¬ 
ally dragged along by their leader; 

Kirk was delighted with their unbroken spirit 
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for the race had not been an easy one and there 
remained nearly twenty miles yet to go. 

When they broke suddenly from the fringe of 
willows above the river and swung down the bank, 
Eoehe was only a few hxmdred yards away. The 
nver with its covering’of ice and snow shone white 
. ill the new day. On the eastern horizon, as if to^ 
mark the goal towards which ^they were striving, 
stood the sun, its red disk half showing above the 
black-pointed spruce. In the town, thought Kirk 
to himself, the people would be rolling sleepily 
from their warm beds to be on hand for the finish. 
And before him, his huge form plunging along in 
the trail, his broad shoulders hunched forward'" 
and his head low, was Phil Roche, urging his tetun 
forward with renewed vigor now that he realized 
. that Kirk was on his heels. 

Something of the wild spirit of the moment fired 
Kirk’s blood as he reached the river level and 
started in to overtake Roche. Here at^any rate 
was no phantom racer, no trick of light and sha¬ 
dow, but the flesh and blood form of the man he 
had to outrun and perhaps—^he did not know what 
he might have to do before he was safely across 
the finishing line. 

But that first wild moment passed quickly and 
Bark settled down grimly to fight it out. He re¬ 
membered that in the crowd waiting on the river 
there would be the patient form of Ruth Mackay 
^ eager for the first sight of the teams coming^ouid 
the bend in the river. He knew that even now. 
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Sitting alone, or more probably pacing the floor of 
his cell, Tnck Roberts was all but breaking under 
the load of suspense and disappointment that 
could be relieved only by the' announcement of 
victory. He would have given the best blood of his 
heart to make these !wo happy. 

Suddenly there flashed before his eyes the tight ^ 
mouth and set face of Marion Curtis when she had 
last looked at him. Unconsciously his own mouth 
tightened and his teeth set as he measured the dis¬ 
tance that still,separated him from Roche. The 
blood of his h^rt was'.not for Marion Curtis—^he 
knew that—^but the strength pf his limbs, the iron 
of his sinpws, a kind of animal pride in the clean 
blood of ibis vein^,'these were for her, and the 
fight itself, whether it iss^M in victory or defeat. 

Already he was close behifid Roche. , He had. 
made his dogs extend thpmselves and even Bingo 
was beginning to/show signs of strain. Roche, 
wisely ^ough,. was saving his team for the last 
couple of miles and refus^ to bejhurried unneces¬ 
sarily by Kirk's ap^pacn. Was not ungrate¬ 
ful for a return to a\Somewhat slower pace. He • 
realized thiat a mile or so at an even gait would 
give his dogs time fo recover a little and prepare 
for the final spurt. . 

■ At last, within five miles of the finishiug line, 
Kirk felt that the contest must be pushed to a deci¬ 
sion. He let go the long lash of his whip and his 
dogs responded at once as if they had been awak¬ 
ened out of a haK sleep. At the same time Roche 
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'renewed his efforts and the final struggle was’fbe- 
gun. Ahead, against the clear light of the morn¬ 
ing, sky, the little white church, high upon the 
river bank, marked the spot below whicLslretched 
the finishing line. About half way along the 
course Kirk thought he saw something‘that looked 
.like another team in the traiL A fear leaped in 
his heart and he strained his eyes to make sure 
that he wa&.hot being tricked again. But the 
bright sun gleaming on the white snow was daz¬ 
zling to his eyes. Everywhere black spots danced 
crazily before him and he gave up looking. 

“-■^-s-s-st-^bing!” He whistled sharply and 

..shouted as he flourished his whip. “Bingo! Hy- 
yip!” * ■ ■ - 

His leader leaped forward at the sound of his 
voice and ’turned aside from^ the trail as he came 
close upon Eoche’s flying heels. It was rather 
early yet to force the pace to the limit but Bingo 
seemed eager to get past and Kirk felt like letting 
him hajve his way. A aharp curve in the trail that 
Eoche ^as following made it^a good spot to pass 
and gain the position ahead-with the covering of 
little additional ground. Before Bingo had reach¬ 
ed the point where the tr;^^ angled across' in front 
of him, however, Eoche had sent his lesuier for¬ 
ward at a paee.|th^ iblearly showed how det^r- 
mipedjie wan to hold the lead. But Bingo -isras not 
to be depied. He seemed to have made the race 
his own particular concern an4‘t9 have forgotten 
that he was under 4irectiopa’froih ^ drive?. Hip 
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body was low, almost brusbmg the hard snow sur¬ 
face over which he was running and his feet flew 
under him,as if they had been driven mechanically 
by some engine that knew no fatigue. Steadily he 
reduced the 'adva,ntage that Rpche’s leader he^! . 
with all the tenacity that a huskie can show when' 
he is urged by me whip-lash and the lurid pro- 
fahity:^f a driver. ' . : 

It was clear to Kirk and Roche alike that Ringo 
would not be cheated out of what he was string . 
for. Suddenly the expression, of Roche’s face 
changed. He raised his whip" hand and before 
Kirk could interfere, Bingo received a sharp cut • 
of thedasK^rbss the face. No dog could be ex¬ 
pected to continue his speed unbroken in the face 
of such interference. -Bingo leaped to one side, • 
yel^g from the smart and buried his snout in 
the snow between his feet. 

At that moment Kirk’s heart held murder. He. 
had been running within, six feet of Roche when 
, the latter had drawn his whip across Bingo’s face. 

- At the sound of the dogis .yelp of pain,-he leaped^ , 
across the inter-^ening space and landed directly ' 
in front of Roche who,, unable to prepare himself 
, in time for the impact,*'floundered awkwardly in 
an effort to defend hin^elf. Before he cotiid raiM- 
’ fa hand, however, Ki^ ’s fist shot forward and met 
. The result was dtie as much to Roche’s own 

jv awkwardness asfo the force of Kirk’s blow. The 
. big f^ibw. dropped to the trail where he scrambled 
• moment in an effort to-get to his feet. ^ 
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As he stood above him, Kirk was tehipted at 
first to let him -np and fight it out. But he re¬ 
membered Buth Mad^y’s words. He was run¬ 
ning a race and much hung upon the result. He 
slipped off the thong that bound his whip to his 
wrist and seizing the whip aboi^ three feet from 
the heavy knotted handle, raised it above Roche’s 
head. ^ ^ 

“ Don’t move I ” he commanded. ‘ ‘ Lie there or— 
by God, I’ll brain you!” 

Roche moved defiantly but Kirk’s hand rose 
• just a trifle and the look in his face, was savage. 

“Don’t, I tell youl” 

Roche settled back on the snow breathing heav¬ 
ily and muttering curses. Kirk turned his head 
slightly and called to his dogs. Bingo, whimper¬ 
ing and shaking his head with'^ the blood dripping 
from his jaws, came slowly towards him, his tail 
low between his legs. 

For a moment as he looked at the dog’s bleeding 
mouth, Eork had all he could*do to control himself. 
With his eyes upon Roche where he lay. on the 
ground he ran his hands over the dog’s head and 
neck and pressed his face close down to his ears. 

‘^ingo. Bingo,” he said soothingly. 

The dog seemed to understand .at once that his 
driver had not held t^whip that, had cut. him so 
cruelly. C ♦ . 

“Bingo!” ‘ j 

3 Kirk’s voice ch^ged suddenly and, the dog’s 
tail came up in an arch aboye his back/ I 
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“Go after them, Bingo!” Kirk cried and turned 
the dog?8 head down the trail to where Boche’s 
team was trotting along lazily now that their 
driver’s whip had been silenced. 

Bingo’s face expressed understanding that was 
something more than merely animal. He gave 
forth a sharp yelp ani tore himself out of Kirk’s 
arms as he started down the trail in hot pursuit. 
Bark waited with an eye upon Boche until his team 
was well away 'and not until they had come up 
with Boche’s team did he move. 

""^‘See you later, PhU,” he said and his sense of 
. humor had returned. 

He .was off at full speed before Boche could get 
up. Five minutes later the two teams, with their 
drivers following, were racing madly with only a 
couple of hundred yards between them and about 
three nailes yet to go before they should crbss the 
line. ' j 

And then It came again to Kirk’s mind that an¬ 
other team was even then finishing the race down 
there where he could see the,black line of the 
crowd that was waiting. No matter—^he would 
run to beat Boche. If another arrived before him 
hf had done as much as his dogs could do and no 
one. could do more. 

The last quarter of a mile was a contest to 
break the stoutest heart. Boche’s d'dg'sjiad spent 
less of their energy, they had had nothing besides i 
the race itself upon~^ich to lay it out. Two of I 
Kirk’^ dogs were plainly tiring and nothing but 
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the fierce spirit of the fighter was keeping Bingo 
on his feet. As he led the way towards the finish 
his jaws were angry .and red with blood and a con- 
stant-savage growling came from his deep throat. 
Had Eoche’s leader or any other dog^, 'for that 
matter, appeared within reach of those jaws no 
human power could have controlled Bingo’s mad 
instinct to kilL 

^ -Gradually Boche’s team crept closer until vdth 
only a quarter of a mile to go his leader was at 
Kirk’s heels. The crowd that had come down to 
be on hand at the finish had run up the course to 
meet the rivals and their constant cheering was 
disconcerting to the dogs. But Bingo, his head 
low and his fierc^ eyes shifting only a little from - 
side to side, groVed ^and snarled at the first ap¬ 
proach of anyone'who ventured near enough to 
cause interference. 

Within a hundred yards .of the finish only a few 
feet separated the leaders of the two teams. 
Eoche’s whip had been flying constantly—nothing 
else could have got his 5ogs to do what they were 
doing. Now, for the first time in the race, Kirk 
drew his whip "back and sent the iip of-the lash 
stinging against Bingo’s flank. The growling 
ceased only for a moment as the dog’s voice issued 
in a savage bark and with a forward bound that 
almost dragged the team fropTi their feet he left 
Eoche’s leader and sprang’over the liuft fully ten 
feet ahead of his rival. 

• Kirk paid no heed to the madly cheering crowd 
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that surged about him and pushed their way in to 
get a look at the dogs. His mind just then wa^ 
busy with other things. He went forward to 
where Bingo stood snarling and snapping in a 
\nde circle of admiring men and women who were 
wise enough to'keep at a safe distance. He was 
about t^ put hi^ hand on the dog’s head when 
Bingo sturned and bared his w'hite fangs angrily. 
^ Kirk drew back quickly. For u moment he looked 
at the dog and spoke once sharply. When Bingo 
turned his head towards him Kirk continued look¬ 
ing at him and his hand tightened about his whip. 
iySKirk’s face and the slight movement of his 
the dog read the mind of his master. Only 
;:^#moment did he hesitate while Kirk’s hand moved 
menacingly, then dropping his ears and lowering 
his head he crept towards Kirk, whimpering.a 
little as he came close and waited. Suddenly Kirk 
dropped to one knee in the snow and drew the dog 
close. His. encircled his leader’s body and 
while bespoke with his mouth close to-Bingo’s 
ears the dog',whined a little and leaned heavily to¬ 
wards him. , ’ 

Kirk looked up quickly at the sound of a fmni- 
liar voice and gdt..to his feet just as Buth Mackay 
broke through the crowd. 

“Kirk, Kirk!” she cried as she ran to him and 
flung her arms about him. 

Then, seeing Bingo, she dropped on her knees 
I beside th^dog. unmindful alike of the warnings 
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from the crowd and of Kirk’s futile efforts to hold 
her back. 

“Look out—the dog’s mad!” someone cried 
from out\of the crowd. 

But Eiith was already on the ground, her arms 
about the dog’s neck, her face buried in his warm 
and shaggy neck. ' 

“Bingo, Bingo,” she said softly and the dog, 
his sides panting and his whole body trembling, 
snuggled closer to her as she spoke his naine., 

And as he looked at the two of them, Kirk was 
aware of Marion Curtis standing behind him. He 
turned and faced her where she stood smiling and 
silent on the edge of the crowd near him. She did 
not move nor did the expression on her face 
change as he smilel| in reply and rased his hand 
slightly by way of greeting;. ' 

Later when he drove his team up frornsroe river 
and walked down ^ tiie street with Buth beside 
him on the way to see Tuck, he ventured .to ask a 
question which had been on his mind ever feince he 
had crossed the line ahead of Roche. 

“There was nobody ahead of us, wal there, 
Ruthi” 

She looked at him in surprise. 

“In the race?” 

. Kirk nodded. 

“Why, no, you foolish! We wbn 

And Kirk could not help-wondering just who, 
after all, had wqitit^nd wiip had helped, to bring 
victory outATdefeat. . - . 


vin. 


H alf an hour later Kirk and Euth Mackay 
left Tuck Eoberts and wjent out.into the 
street.. Kirk had his dogs to attend to and 
felt the nee(l of'a few hours’ rest himself. He 
paused a/Uioment before leaving Euth and took 
her hand. 

“You mustn’t allow this affair to'get you, 
Euth,’’ he warned and he smUed at her. “You’ve 
got a red nose now and your eyes look as ii you 
hadn’t had any sleep for a week. Perk upj il^th, 
girl—^perk up! It’ll be aU right in u day or so. ” 
“I’m not really worrying over it, at all,” she 
replied. “Tuck has told me all about il; and—^he 
says he didn’t do it. ” 

“And you believe him?” 

Euth looked at him quickly. “Tuck has never 
told me what wasn’t true,” she replied with some 
emphasis. “He didn’t have a thing to do with this 
fur stealing.. If he had—^he’d have told me.” 

“That’s the stuff, Euth,” Kirk replied. “For¬ 
get itl” " ' . 

“It’s a bad thing for.Tuck just the same,” she 
said slowly as if thinking aloud.. “It should never 
have happened.” ’ 

Kirk Ipoked at her yith questioning eyes. She 
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turned her face to him and moving closer put her 
hand on hk arm. 

“We can’t always say what we’re - thinking 
aboutj” she said and drew awasy in silence. 

Though Kirk Brander had known Tuck Roberts 
for years, during which they had shared their 
trials and split their gains, it was evident that 
Ruth Mackay’s heart held sohiething that was 
closed to the outer world. And although he could 
not escape the chill which came to him with the 
conviction that he was of the outer world where 
Ruth and Tuck were concerhed;rhe could not but 
think the better of both of them for the confidence 
they imposed in each other. 

On his way back he called for a moment to have 
a word alone with Jim Cavanaj^i. He found the 
constable in his oflSce and when he had closed the 
door behind him he went directly to the subject. 

“Tom,” he said, i^hat evidence have they on 
Tuck!” 

Cavanagh did not smile nor did he attempt to 
evade the qu^tion. 

“Brander,” he replied, looking Kirk in t^e eye, 
“you make it danrned hard for a man to follow the 
regulations.” K ^ 

“I know it’s against the mes—^it?s/aga,in^ 
common sense,” replied Kirk, (‘‘but I w^t to 
know how serious the case is. I nhve'my. dwn rea¬ 
sons for wanting to know -V and I give you my 
wor^ of honor that no use will be made df any- 
(.thing^rod tell me.’’^^^^^ 7 
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Cavanagh thought quietly for a long time look¬ 
ing out of the window. When he turned again and 
looked at Kirk his voice was very deliberate. 

“The evidence is pretty circumstantial,” he 
said. “The furs were missed from the warehouse 
early yesterday morning and we found them 
cached in the woods the other side of the railway 
track.” 

“But Tuck-” ‘ 

“Well—there were marks «i the snow—it does¬ 
n't matter just what—and we were force^to go 
and take a look at two or three kennels. Yester¬ 
day afternoon we went to look at Tuck’s dogs and 
outfit. We found the bells had been taken off and. 
we got a little information to the effect that the 
dogs had been away nearly all night. That’s 
about all there is that I .can give you, Brander. 
There’is a little more but it wouldn’t do you any 
good te know it and it wbuldn’t help us any.. 
But I’ll tell you this—and I don’t like to have to 
say it either for I’ve always liked Tuck—-we have 
it on him if we fever had it on anyone and it would- 
n^t do any ^o^ takhd^ chances. ” 

Kdrk stood for. some time perplexed. 

•-‘‘The evidence may be bad,” Kirk remarked at 
last, “but if Tuck Roberts is that kind of a man 
I think I’d have found it but long ago.’? 
c “We’ll not lose any time in finding out all,;pi^ 
is to know about it,” Tom Cavanagh observed. 

Thnt Tuck would come clean out of the affair, 
Edrk could not doubt, And yet, with all th#con- 
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fidence he had in the man whom he had loved aa 
his best friend, a sense of uneasiness grew within 
him as he recalled Buth’s words. It was this that 
kept him awake long after he had gone to/bed 
weary from his night’s exertions. 


T he presence of Marion Curtis in The 
Pas liad 'been very trying to Warren K. 
Paxton. In fact her arrival had come as a 
climax to a number of trying experiences during 
the past few months. The world outside had be¬ 
gun to talk quite freely about the future of the 
mining industry in the north. The Lucky Strike, 
a small body of very high grade copper, had been 
worked under the most difficult conditions and yet 
had paid a handson^e profit to its owners. .Prom 
this^iifgle' ent^rpripe alone, there had come re¬ 
turns that inspired' confidence. The wealth was 
undoubtedly there if it could be reached. Hut the 
Luchy Strike had been worked down to the lower 
grades, its further development had been stepped, 
and the eyes of mining men were turned to a large 
property, the Micmap, which was still in the hands 
of its original locator, old John Mackay. Two 
companies had taken options*on the property at 
diflferent times and lhad gone bve:^ the most of it, 
with the. diamond drill. Both companies had been 
forced out for the want of capital at a time when 
the property was be^nning to show up well in the 
drilling. _ . 

.Warden Paxton was a patient and tireless woj»k- 
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er. For nearly a year, he hadjaeen doing every-, 
thing in his power to ponSe ;to terms with John 
Mackay. But John Mackay knew more now about 
the value of his holdings than he had known before 
the diamond drill had gone over the property. He 
knew, too, that Paxton and the men he represented 
could meet his terms if they wished to and he was 
prepared to wait just as long as they. And Paxton 
had waited. But while he waited he had bought up 
every prospect of any promise in the neighbor¬ 
hood of the Micmac—every prospect but one. 

That one was a comparatively small property ; 
which had been located and was still owned' by 
John Allen. John Allen had called his property 
the White Squaw, and Paxton had used every 
means* fair and ioul, to force the old prospector 
to loosen his hold upon his claim. But John Allen 
was no more approachable than John Mackay, and 
Paxton had long since reached the ilimit of his 
patience with the old fellows. For month^, then, , 
he had contented himself with keeping others out, 
of the field. He had suspected Henry Tyne but 
had feared him very little. Henry Tyne’s best 
days in the world of affairs were over. But the 
unexpected coming of Marion Curtis had set; him , 
to t h i nk ing again. In fact he had thought so hard 
most of the night that he h|id overslept himself 
and had missed seeing the fii^sh of the race. But <0 
he had at least made up his jfiwd. He iwas going }' ^ 

to act. " "r , 

About ten o’clock Paxton stood in the hall be- 
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fore the door of Marion Curtis ’ room. Only a few 
minutes before from where he had been sitting in 
the large waiting-room downstairs, he had seen 
her enter^the hote^ with her maid and froin the 
comer of his eye he had watched her ascend the 
stairway. When he had given her sufficient time 
to remove her wraps he left his chair resolutely 
and mounted the stairs with a precision that was 
even more pronounced than usual. ^ 

But in spite o| his customary resoluteness and 
in spite of his wonted self-complacency, there was 
something in his face that betrayel a raffled spirit. 

The door opened in response to his knock and 
Marion Curtis stood silhouetted against the bright 
sunlight that poured through the window behind 
her. Here was additional cause for Paxton’s dis¬ 
comfiture. He rather guessed that she wore an 
amuLsed-^apression on her face, bul it angerfed him 
that'the light prevented his seeing her easily; 

“I hope you will not object to-” he began. 

Marion Curtis chuckled a little. ; 

“Why, Mr. Paxton,’’ she exclaimed and held^ 
out her hand. “I really didn’t expect to see you 
around so early. You must have been up with the 
rest of us to see the finish of the race. Won’t you 
come in?’’ 

She'talked rapidly and Paxton found no oppor- 
tui^ to explain his early call and so put himself 
at ease. \ 

“No, I didn’t get up in time to see the finish,” 
he replied- “They tell me it was quite exciting.” 
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She Stepped back into tlie^rodm and motioned 
to him to follow. ■' 

“No, thank yon,” he protested, “I just came 
to pay my wager—wanted to prove that I was a 
good loser by, taking the-first opportunity of pay¬ 
ing my debts.” ^ 

“1 hope you’ll always be in a hurry to admit 
you’ve placed your money on the wrong dog, Mr. 
Paxton,” she said quietly. 

The remark found.Paxton unprepared. Ap¬ 
parently there was nothing to be gained in ex¬ 
changing pleasantries with Marion Curtis. She 
was a woman, yes, and a'deucedly attractive wo¬ 
man, toe; but when she threw down a thihly, veiled 
challenge of that kind, by Jove, he would take it 
up. 

“Don’t you think we could have a few minutes’ 
talk in confidence?” he asked. 

Again She motioned to a vacant chair. 
“Certainly, Mr. Paxton,” she replied in her 
most charming inaimer. ‘ ‘ I suppose we are bound 
to come to it sooner or later anyhow. ’ ’ 

Paxton hesitated in the doorway. “Don’t you 
think it would be better if we should go to the 
little sitting-room at the end of the hall?” he sug¬ 
gested. Her laugh made all protest futile. 

. “Don’t be foolish, Mr. Paxton,” she replied. 
‘ ‘ What we have to say should be said privately, I 
think. We might be disturbed there. An d be¬ 
sides, I’ve been my own boss for a long time. Cqme 
in and sit down.” \ 
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When Paxton had taken the chair which she 
offered him^ Marion Curtis closed the door and 
seated herself near the window where she could 
get a clear view of his face. 

. ‘ ‘ Now, then, ’ ’ she said. 

Paxton drew a bill-fold from his pocket. 

" First let me square accounts, ’ ’ he said. 

She did not reply and he proceeded leisurely to 
count out the bUls. When he had finished he hand¬ 
ed her the money. ) 

“Siythink I warned you against this,” she said 
as she received the money, and her eyes twinkled 
as she looked atTdm. 

Paxton did not reply. He was not in a banter¬ 
ing mood. When he had replaced his bill-fold he 
leaned back in his chair and regarded her for a 
moment in silence: , ' 

“There’s no sense in our beating about the bush 
any longer, Maripn Cuftis,” he began abruptly. 
“You are not in The Pas to see a\dqg-race any 
more than I am. Let’ s talk business. Henry Tyne 
has been trying for six months to^et his hands on 
thfit Micmac property. If he had had the money 
to secure an option on the property he would have 
done it long ago. Besides, old John Mackay is a 
stickler on terms. I know Henry pretty well and 
I really never suspected him. Now I’m going to 
tell you something. We Have the money, we have 
had it any time in the last year if we had wanted 
an optidn on the Micmac. We were watching the 
development of the Lucky Strike before we made a 
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move. When yon and Henry Tyne come to terms 
with John Mackay you’ll find yourselves saddled 
with a white elephant that will cost you a good 
half million before you can get out ^from under it. 

I know the terms, , and I know something about 
what it costs these days to develop a mine. With 
the cost of copper on the down grade as it has 
been for a year or more, Henry Tyhe mil wish 
with all his heart and. soul that he had left this 
business for someone with more experiencp in it.” 

•Paxton drew himself up in his chair and, took a 
long breath as he regarded Marion Curtis. She 
did-not reply at once and appeared to>.be waiting 
for him to continue. It was her silence that 
prompted Paxton to proceed. 

'■‘Now, I!m going to tell you just why I’m here. 
When I have made my position clear you will at 
least have something worth thinking over. The 
Lucky Strike has been working for a year or more. 
But they’re at the end of their job. All the high 
grade ore has been taken out and they can’t afford 
to ship out the second grade stuff for treatment 
outside. Their work is done there. Their .plant 
is going to be idle until something else happens. 
What that something blse is you knowi ^s" well>as 
I do. We’ll have to have a railroad and a smelter 
and no eniof capital. ” \ 

Marion Curtis made a motion of impatience. 

“Don’t you think we’d better come to the point ' 
at once, Mr. Paxton? I’ve looked into the propo¬ 
sition from the outside as well as I could arid I 
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know pretty well already everything you have 
been telling me.” ^ 

P^ton got up from his chair and i^alked to¬ 
wards Jhejwndbw. 

- “The Micmac property will not be worth a 
tinker’s flip to Henry Tyne or anyone else unless 
He can get control of old man Allen ’s holdings ijn 
the White Squaw as well. ” ' 

“That’s precisely the point, Mr. Paxton,” she 
replied. ^“At least that’s the point ,we ought to 
discuss if we’re going to discuss anything at all. 
Of course,' we might disagree on whether tH^e 
Micmac can be made to pay without the White 
Squaw.” - 

Paxton h^ walked back to the other end of the 
room. He turned quickly and faced her. 

“We cannot disagree on that,” he said^ 
“■Wemight,” she replied, “but we are not going 
to. We’can afford to let the point stand over until 
the experiment is tried. You can’t tell anything 
about a mine from walking over the surface. My 
own opinion is that j^iie Micmac may surpHse 
you.” ' . V ■ ... 

Paxton shook his head without speaking. 

‘ ‘ I know what you think, ’ ’ she continued. ‘ ‘ The 
diamond drill has revealed no large body of high 
grade ore. But the property has been, only about 
half drilled. The best half, I am forced to be¬ 
lieve, is the part near the lake into which the dril¬ 
lers have never gone. We may eveji_have to go 
imder the lake to get at it.” 


90 - \ THE LOBSTIOK TRAIL ^ 


Paxton still his head. It was the only 

thing to do. Here was a woman that talked about 
mining as if she had been in the business of de¬ 
veloping mining properties for years. She had 
as good command of the facts as Paxton himself 
had—^he feared evein better. Her convictions, he 
knew, were mere guesses. But he knew that all 
convictions touching an imdeveloped mine are 
mere guesses, let them be held by man or woman. 

“In short, Mr. Paxton,” she was saying in spite 
of his persistent head-shaking, “there is a 
romantic side to the mining game and that is one 
of the best reasons in the world why a woman has 
as good a chance as a man—or even better.” 

“Then you are not in the field for old man 
Allen’s stuff!” he asked abruptly. 

Marion Curtis looked out of the window a few 
moments before she replied. 

“I didn’t say that, did IT” she replied. 

“Then let’s get down to brass tacks,” Pakton 
said a little brusquely. “You haven’t a chance in 
the world with old John Allen.” 

“No!” 

“No. You’ll never own a ton of ore in the 
White Squaw.” 

“You might at least tell me why, Mr. Paxton.” 

“There are two. reasons. One is old John Allen 
himself.” 

“And the other!” 

He placed an index finger on his chest. “Iain 
the other—^I and the interests behind me.” 
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“You ocoulji'.'inake yourself a 'clearer,” 

Marion Curtis'suggested. 

■”I mean simply this,” Paxton said, coming 
quite close to her. “We have done everything in 
God’s world to get John Allen to talk business 
with us hut he’s as deaf as a barber’s pole. Ask 
him about his mine and he’ll talk about cabbages. 
If you want to know what he’s going to do about 
developing the property he’ll tell you about a new 
brand of potatoes he’s trying to grow on th^are 
rock. Ask him about the water power on the pro¬ 
perty and he’ll tell you you never drank water like 
his in all the world. We’ve tried it for a year and 
we know.” 

Marion Curtis laughed more at Paxton’s, deep 
seriousness than at what he was telling her. 

“You ought to try shooting, him,” she sug¬ 
gested, but Paxton allowed her remark to pass 
unnoticed. 

“He won’t talk business—one of these eccentric 
old Englishmen-” 

“Blit he might change—some day,” she vent¬ 
ured, “and when he does-” 

“l^en he does,” Paxton hurried to remind her, 
“we’ll be there to do the talking.” 

Marion Curtis smiled to herself. “We’ll have 
an equal chance, at any rate, Mr. Paxton, if we put 
in our stakes in the Micmac. It’s just across one 
end of the lake, isn’t itt” 

“You would save yourself, a lot of time and 
trouble,” he replied, “if you would remember that 

( 7 ) 
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location isn’t the only thing in the mining busi¬ 
ness.” 

Paxton drew his coat together, preparing to ' 
leave, and Marion Curtis got to her feet. 

“It might save you some time and trouble, too,” 
she said, “if you could get it clear in your mind 
that we are not depending entirely upon locations, 
either, Mr. Paxton.” 

Paxton Went to the door and paused a moment 
with his hand on the knob. 

‘^Naturally you’ll drag young Brander into this 
thing,” he said, looking directly at her. She re¬ 
turned his gaze without flinching. . 

“He thinks a great deal of his uncle Henry,” 
she replied. 

“Well^—don’t do it. It will do you no good— 
and it.might possibly do him a lot of harm.” 

“I shall tell him what you say—^he will be fore¬ 
warned at any rate.” • , 

Paxton smiled thinly and went out^ - 

When Paxton had gone Marion Curtis got into 
her furs hurriedly and called her maid. 

. “I’m going to be quite busy until about one 
o’clock, Kathleen,” she said. “,And don’t forget 
—Miss Allen is to be here for luncheon. If she 
comes before I get back^- just ask her to sit down 
and wait for me.” \ 

She permitted Kau^nen to arrange the fur. 
snugly about her neck and then, smiling on her 
maid with genuine affection, she hurried away 
and a moment later was in the street. 


CHAPTER X. 


L ate that afternoon Kirk Brander got from 
Ids bed where he had been trying to make 
up the sleeve had lost the night before. 
The race won, he t^s prepared now to put himself 
at the disposal m Marion Curtis and to give his 
.time to the carrying out of her orders. 

It was with a feeling of expectancy, therefore, 
that he stepped into the street and^urried off to 
visit Wu Lungjbefore reporting for duty. ■ 
Before the door of the restaurant Kirk noticed 
a team of dogs and cariole which he recognized at 
once as-belonging to Dags. The outfit was ready 
for the trail and ]^rk surmised that Dags had 
already had enough of civilization as it was dis¬ 
pensed in The Pas and was about to make a hur¬ 
ried escape. 

' He found the old fellow paying for his supper 
as he entered. 

“What’s the hurry, Dags, old boy!” he said as 
he closed the door and stepped towards him. 

Dags turned and with an air of patronage look¬ 
ed Kirk over from heels to head. To Kirk’s sur¬ 
prise the old fello-sf was steady on his feet and his 
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eye was as clear as if he h^never taken a drink 
in his life. 

“Kirk, my boy,” he said at last, “I’m leavin’ 
town cold sober—^now what d’ye think o’ thatt 
An’ while I’m sober I’m goin’ to say what I’d 
say if I wasn’t. There’s some that can live, in 
towns an ’ like it. They can have it an ’ be damned. 
They tell me you’re goin’ out to stay—somewhere 
south in the big cities. You can have it, too, but 
I’m here to tell you one ihing. This country is bad 
enough, God knows. I’m livin’ here but I’m only 
about half conscious most of the time or I'd get 
out. But I wouldn’t go with you if there was free ^ 
gold to dig in the niiddle of every street—^no, not 
if it was the heavenly city itself with the streets 
paved with it. People that live in cities are a 
damn’. Godless, cutthroat gang e’ night wolves, 
breedin’ dope systems an’ yellow livers an’ givin’ 
twenty-four hours a day devisin’ schemes whereby 
the human race can lengthen its rations and short¬ 
en its wind. If you ’re goin ’—all right, go! Here’s 
my hand, Kirk, an’ God Almighty save you until 
you discover it’s time to get back. An’ when you 
dp—get back before they get you so you can’t 
leave. You^derstandmet” 

He shook'Kirin’s hand as he spoke and looked 
him in the eye with an expression of real regret. 
Kirk realized th'a't^ags was finding it hard to say 
good-bye. 

‘ ‘ I understand, flagsie, ’ ’ he said. 
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“Bight!’’ replied Da^s.- “You’ll be gone be¬ 
fore I come back again—good-bye.” 

^‘Good-bye, Dagsie.” . « 

They shook hands warinly and Kirk stood and 
watched him until, thfe old man had gope out and 
clos^ the door behind him. 

Less than an hour later Kirk lighted himself a 
fresh cigarette, tookJeaVe of the half dozen or so 
of his friends with whom he had been discussing' 
the details of the race, and Tj^ent but Into the street. 
He was feeling unusually pleased with the world 
in generah The winningsJhe had taken on the race 
. in addition to the prize money which he was yet to-" 
receive would make a respec^tafele showing along¬ 
side the credit he had already established with 
the bank. Altogether, he *tb6ai^t to himself, he 
was going back , to civilizatibh-with enough hard 
cash to put him on self-respecting terms with his 
new life. 

As heJwalked leisurely down j;he street, his mind 
bent upon seeing Tuck Boberts, he became aware 
of someone overtaking him. Turning he saw the 
bulky figure of Warren K. Paxton and caught a 
glimpse of the thin smile that (jovered his 
countenance. 

, “Congratidations on the good race you ran, 
Brander,” he said as he offered to shake hands. 

“Thanks, very much,” Kirk replied, shaking 
hands; __ 
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“I lost some of my veiy^oodjaeney^that 
race, Branderj^butJWmveTw^e^ 

KiTlrsmfied “You can hardly blame me for 
that/’ he replied. 

“You’re responsible, at any rate,” Paxton 
laughed and the two continued down the street. 

A few minutes later Paxton stopped suddenly 
before the door of his office. 

‘ ‘ Are you in a hurry, Brander f ” he asked. 
When Kirk showed no particular signs of haste, 
Paxton opened the door. “Come in for a minute 
or two and sample my cigars.” 

Kirk tossed away what was left of his cigarette 
and followed Paxton into the office. They entered 
an inner compartment which was separated from 
the outer office by a partition that did not quite 
reach to the ceiling. The place was warm and as 
Paxton took a box of cigars from an upper drawer 
in the desk Kirk submitted to the feeling of com¬ 
fort that came over him and. sat dow readily 
enough after.he had liglited his cigar from the 
,, match wliich Paxton held for him. 

“There’s a little matter of business I want to 
speak to you about,” Paxton began abruptly when 
he had seated himself and had taken a few satis¬ 
fying puffs from his cigar. 

Kirk waited without speaking. 

“You no doubt know there has been a consider¬ 
able amount of mining activity in the country 
lately,” he continued. “I mean, of course, th^ere 
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has been some business activity, some little in¬ 
terest from the outside world.” 

“I have heard a little about it,” Kirk admitted; 

‘ ‘ though I haven’t spent much time in town during, 
the past year.” 

Paxton nodded'his head. “That interest will 
probably grow,” he went on. “Soon there will 
be men in here with a little money ready to buy up 
everything that^ooks like a prospect. The mining 
game is the same old story the world oyer. One 
or two men will strike it rich—the great majority 
will lose all they put into it. It’s a game that 
should not be played except by men who have un¬ 
limited capital, Brander, men who can afford to 
lose a million—five million—and carry on just the 
same.” 

As Kirk looked at Paxton closely for the first 
time be felt an,' instinct rise within him that 
cautioned him against-speakmg. /For months he 
had wanted to go out where he would have to deal 
with men of affairs whose concern was only with 
big schemes of development and enterprise. Here, 
m this man who was talking to him, the big world 
he had dreamed of was, as it were, reaching in and 
touching him with its finger. He listened with 
eager interest. 

“I have just heard definiteily to-day for the first 
time that your good old uncle, Henry Tyne, is 
about to plunge in.” 

Paxton paused. 

“I don’t know much about it,” Kirk declared. 
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For a moment Paxton seemied puzzled. 

“That may be perfectly t^e,” he^ replied, at 
last. “But Mrs. Curtis will probably tell you all 
you want to know. Nothing has been -said about 
it publicly—^your uncle has seen to that.” 

Kirk smiled in response to the little gibe at his 
uncle Hal. 

“Brander, I want to speak frankly Ijo you,” 
Paxton said finally. “ You have been away from 
things for some time—remember when you 
cleared out and left the old fellow without warn¬ 
ing. It was a good joke on Henry, and I had a 
good laugh at him until he began to take it seri¬ 
ously. Now, listen. Hepry Tyne has hhd a hard 
time of it during the last year or so. He’s not .in 
the position he was when you knew him—^and he’s 
not the man he was, either. ” 

Kirk felt the strings tighten abodt his heart as 
Paxton spoke. \ 

“Now,” continued Paxton, “he’s going^ to put 
everything he owns into a deal that’s too big fo? 
him. He hasn’t the capital and he hasn’t the 
strength left in him to do it.” 

Paxton’s words had not, perhaps, the effect 
upon Kirk that he had hoped. Quietly Kirk was 
beginning to see in a new light the, part he Was yet 
to play alongside his old uncle. He did not know 
in what position his imcle was financially. He 
would learn all that from Marion Curtis. But he 
certainly would not stand aside and see his old 
guardian beaten in his last days. 



99 


^ THE LOBSTICK TRAIL 

“It seems to me, Mr. Paxton,” he said quietly, 

“that Unk needs some new bloo^ to help him 

out.” ' 

\ Paxton’s air was patronizing. 

“Brander,” he said in the mellovi^est voice he 
could command, “it’s time your uncle was 
quitting.” 

Kirk started forward. ‘ ‘ Quitting ? Oh, no, Mr. 
, Paxtom You don’t understand Henry Tyne. He 
doesn’t quit.” 

“But he can’t go on—^you’ll discover that when 
you see him.” ^ 

“He’ll go on until-” 

" “Now let’s look things in the eye, Brander,” 
Paxton interrupted. “Henry Tyne is through— 
he knows that himself, only he’s too proud to ad- 
, mit it to the rest of us. Why, man, what d^ you 
tiiink of his sending Marion Curtis in here on such 
a conunission?” 

“Mrs. Curtis seems like a very clever woman to 
me,” Kirk admitted in defense. 

'‘As^a woman— yes —agree with you. But 
why send a womant Don’t you see the poor old 
fellow is simply under to the fates. 

Kirk got u^ from his comfortable' chair and 
walked about for/a moinent or two in thought. He 
had not been prepared for any such sudden intro¬ 
duction to affairs of the kind that Paxton dis¬ 
cussed. There was so much that he did not know^ 
could not even guess at, that he. hesitated before 
\ it all even as h'j felt most eager to be a living part 


100 


THE LOBSTICK TRAIL 


of it. Through all the maze of difficulty that faced 
him, however, he saw one thing clearly. He turn¬ 
ed quickly upon Paxton. 

“ I don’t know yet what all this means, ’ ’ he said, 
and he spoke very simply and\di‘rectly, “but on 
one thing I am clear, Mr. Paxton. If Henry Tyne 
wants anything in this country and has the money 
to buy it, I’m going to stand by him until he gets 
'it.” \ 

Paxton had risen from his chair a^ Klirk spoke 
and coining forward now, laid his hand paternally 
on Kirk’s shoulder. 

“Brander, my boy,” he said, “you’re young—” 

“I may-” 

“Just a minute. You’re young and you have a 
career to think of. A little guidance from a man 
of practical business judgment will save you a lot 
of time and a lot of needless worry.” 

“I think I can profit from the business e^ 
perience of my uncle,” EZirk replied. “In fact, I 
am already employed by him and have reported 
forduty.” 

j^axton saw that he was oidy making the situ¬ 
ation more difficult by carrying on the discussion 
in such a vein. He turned suddenly upon Kirk. 
His thin smile had vanished and in his face there 
blazed the spirit of the real Paxton. 

p“Then, listen to me, young man,” he snapped. 
“You’re going to run up against the toughest 
proposition you ever faced in your young life. You 
think you’re going to get in here with the little 
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capital you have, and spoil the chances of men who 
could make something out of it. All rigl4-T-go to 
it. ' See how far you can go before you cry. for 
help.” ' . ' 

“You may make us quit'the game, Mr. Paxton, 
but we’ll never cry for help,’’ Kirk replied. 

Paxton seemed not even to have heard the 
words. “You will find out fdr yourself what it' 
means to buck men with money and influence in 
the coimtry.” / 

“I have bucked blizzards/^or five years,” Bark 
reminded him, his sense <?f humor coming back in 
spite of Paxton’s angry ravings. 

“I had no feeling o^er this affair at first,” Pax¬ 
ton went on. “none whatever. I thought we could 
come to terms that would be satisfactory .to every¬ 
body. We have some small holdings m there and 
would have sold them at a reasonable figure to 
make the proposition worth while for yott. ” 

“Maybe you’ll sell them to us yet,” Kirk sug¬ 
gested. 

“Not by a damn’sight!” . 

“You never can teU,” Kirk laughed. 

But Paxton refused to kee any humor in the 
case. He objected, moreover, to being laughed at. 
“Not by a damn’ sight, young fellow,” he re¬ 
peated. J ‘ And we ’ll fight witii every dollar we can 
raise and every bit of influence we jjm exert. 
When it’s over you’ll know you’ve been in a fight, 
at any rate.” . 

‘ ‘ I think I ’ll like thai^^| 5 Ky’^~eommented. 
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“Yoli’ll be welcome to it,” Paxton returned. 

“Only,” Kirk added, “you’d better fight clean, 
Mr. Paxton, or-” 

He paused. 

“Well—or whatf ” Paxton prompted. 

“Well, there’ll be bits of hide to clean when 
it’s all over—and your hide is going to be in it if 
the fight isn’t on the level. ’ ’ 

Not a word passed between the men as Kirk 
pulled his cap down, buttoned his coat snugly 
about him and went to the outer door. 

“Good night, Mr. Paxton,” he called as he 
paused a moment with his hand on the door knob. 

A nondescript grunt was Paxton’s only re¬ 
sponse. And Kirk laughed to himself as he went 
out into the street. He would tell Tu^ about it, 
he said to himself, and Marion Curtis, too. 

When Kirk walked into the crowded hall that 
night and looked them all over hurriedly in an 
effort to discover Marion Curtis, his blood was 
quick with new excitement. talk with Paxton 
had given him re-birth into, a world that he had 
known for months pnly in dreams. There was 
something big, something compelling in the feel¬ 
ing that just on the eve of his going out to find 
another world it should come in and seek him out. 
And that world had come to him not only in Pax¬ 
ton; its dawn had broken upon him iii Marion 
Curtis. She had been its herald, she was still its 
radiant symbol. 

The dancers were already on the floor, the ma- 
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jority of them in gay norther^ gatb of every 
description, their moccassined feet brushing the 
floor in soft rhythm to the mjisic. Everywhere were 
bright faces that radiated Kedltli and happiness 
and the joy of clean living, and_Kirk for the 
moment loved these people of the north country 
more keenly than he had ever done. When the 
dance was finished he walked across the floor to-, 
ward Buth Mackay, who seeing him approaching, 
left her partner without a word and ran out to 
’»■ meet him. As they met Kirk caught her by the 
arms, lifted het* from the floor playfully and set 
her down again. Suddenly the crowd broke into 
a ringing cheer for the Derby victor. Kirk re-,* 
ceired the greeting with a wave of the hand and a 
smile that was atoost boyishly self-conscious. 
Catching Buth’s hand where she h^d hooked it 
roimd his elbow he hurried to the side of the room 
and returning Wr to her partner sat down beside ' 
them smiiihg stiU as the crowd continued cheering. 

It was-“thOTx4h^‘his' nyes fell upon Marion 
Curtis seatedacross the room from him. In her 
curt bow of recognition and her faint smile there 
was something that Bark had never seen in her be¬ 
fore. Laying his hand upqn Buth’s shoulder he 
excused himself quietly and getting up walked , 
, over to her and held out his hand. She received 
him graciously enou^ and accepted his invitation ' 
to join him in the dance which was just beginning. 
Scarcely a word passed between them as they 
picked their way carefully among the dancers. 
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But in Kirk’s veins beat the joy of youth and good 
luck and pride in the modest intimacy with a wo¬ 
man who by sheer abundance of personal power 
seemed for the moment to dominate everyone 
about her. 

When he led her finally to a corner of the hall 
and sat down, he drew his chair close to hers and 
faced her. ■ ' ’ 

“I’ve discovered the dark secret you’ve been 
keeping from me,” he said. 

In a moment her air of detachment vanished. In 
its place was a look of eager interest. 

“Tell me,” she demanded. 

Then Kirk related in detail all that had passed 
between him and Paxton. When he had finished 
he was surprised that she was quite serious in 
spite of his laughing. 

“How long do you w;ant to stay herel” she 
asked suddenly. 

“At the dance?” 

“Yes. Can you leave at once, or soon? We must 
talk over things a little and get to work.” 

Kirk thought a moment. 

‘ * They will expect me to be here when the prizes 
are given out, ’ ’ he said. ‘ ‘ That should come soon 
and after that I can go any time—though I must 
dance once with Ruth.” 

“ Ruth ? ” Marion Cui tis enquired. ‘ ‘ Is that the 
name of the girl who met you when you came in?” 

“Yes. You saw her? Ruth’s a good pal of 
mine.” ' ' ; 
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“She’s a pretty little thing,” she commented, 
and EZirk, for the first time since he had known 
Ruth Mackay, gave himself time to pause and sub¬ 
mit her to a hurried analysis. And there crept 
into his mind a word that he had not had occasion 
to use for years. Perhaps, after all, Ruth was 
“inadequate”. The next moment he was sorry 
for the thought. He loved Ruth Mackay, not only 
because of her love for Tuck Roberts, but also be¬ 
cause of a certain wholesome girlishness that she 
embodied in herself. And as he looked across the 
hall to where Ruth was seated, he thought of the 
heart-ache she was concealing beneath her chatter 
and her smiles and he could not help feeling re¬ 
sentful towards Marion Curtis. 

Late that night Kirk sat in Marion Curtis’ room 
and listened to her own account of what she had 
done during her brief two days in town. To his 
astonishment things had gone much farther than 
he could even have guessed'from what Paxton had 
told him. Paxton had coine back from Winnipeg 
prepared to secure an option on the Micmac pro¬ 
perty. But he had not come prepared to bid 
against Marion Curtis. Before he could get word 
to his men and obtain their permission to act on 
his own judgment, she had made a tentative ar¬ 
rangement with old John Mackay, and Paxton was 
eliminated. Anticipating difiSculty in another 
quarter, she had closed a deal with the owners of 
the Lucky Strike property by which she had a 
week in which to decide whether or not she would 
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buy the equipment which was now lying idle in 
their old camp. • , . 

“All of which Warren K. Paxton knows by this 
time,” she said with an amused expression light¬ 
ing her face. “But one thing he does not know— 
not yet. He does not know that old John Allen of 
the White Squaw may be brought to talk business 
yet if he’s handled right. ” 

“You have' seen him, thenT ” 

”No, but I’m going to see him at once if you 
will do your ^art.” 

“ Count on me, ’ ’ Kirk replied. “ I’m in now and 
I’m going to.stay.” 

“Of course you’re m,' but you’re simply pad¬ 
dling at the edge yet. I think I can see a day when 
this thing will be big enough for the biggest mah 
in the country—and I want you to be prepared for 
it when the time comes. ” 

“What’s the next move!” Kirk enquired 
eagerly. 

“We must go at once and find out what must be 
done to get the equipment transferred from the 
Lucky, Strike. And we must see John Allen now 
before Paxton has an opportunity. Everybody 
j^t.uW is waiting for the spring break-up before 
getting to work. What we can get done before the 

snow and ice-go will all be to the good. When can 

we go?” -• 

Kirk hesitated. ; 

^ ' “Why, to-morrow—anytime—^but it’s not a very 
plea|Sant trip for- 
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‘‘I must go,” she interrupted. “I must see 
John Allen.” 

“But how do you know you can see him—^he 
may not-•” 

Again shef hurried to set his mind at rest. 

“Must I tell you that Jule Allen has been in to 
^emef” i 

“Jule Almn?” Kirk exclaimed. “But she nWer 
comes to^wn—only once in the five years that I 
have been here. Then she was with her father— 
just a bit of a girl.. I can’t think of her coming in 
now after that blizzard—and alone!”, 

Marion Curtis smiled. “Yes, alone—and driv- 
ingher own dogs. I didn’t permit her to go back 
alone, however.” 

“Then she’s gone back already?” 

“She left at dark this evening—^had her own 
reasons for not wanting to stay—and I commis¬ 
sioned your friend Dags to go with her. He lives 
somewhere in the same direction, doesn’t he?” 

“You know Dags, too?” Bark exclaimed. 

“My dear boy,” she replied with a somewhat 
patronizing 1wr, “I have hot been in your town for 
two whole dhys for nothing.” 

Suddenly Kirk recalled Phil Roche’s hffhir of 
the previous summer. After all, Jule Allen was a 
young woman by how. . . 

“She didn’t come in this’mo&ihg?” he asked 
quicWy. 

“About half an hour ahead of you,” Marion 
Curtis replied. 

(8). I 
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Kirk suddenly thought of 'ih^ phantom racer 
that hadrunallead of him.in the early morning.’ 

^“Good Lord!” ne said to himself. /- 
I'^^'VPiat’s the matter now.f”j^..- r 

“Do'^^fou toow what it means to a running team 
to have a loose leader out on the trail ahead— 
always just round the next turn—^narking and 
raising particular Cain all to himself 1” 

“I can understand, though^I’ve, never seeiii it 
done,” she replied. 

“Well—^next best is to have Mother team lead¬ 
ing if you want to get the most put of a string of 
dogs. I wonder where she came'ln on the trail?” 

Kirk was stiU puzzling over the, problem when 
Marion Curtis, after a considerable period of 
silence, spoke again. 

“Well, you’ll need aU the loose leaders and 
everything else on the trail ahead of you in the 
race you’fe going to run now, Eark Brander.” 

How truly she spoke she ^d not know at the 
time, for next naorning before daybipes^, Phil 
Roche was on the trail with a fresh dog-team. The 
trail led in the same direction that Dags and Jule 
Allen had taken just twelve hours before. In the 
cariole was Warren Paxton ready with a hew offer 
which he proposed to make personally to that 
stubboni old Englishman, John AJlen, He felt 
that his offer was extravagant but he was, going- 
to make sure of at least one thing—Henry Tyne., 
and Marion Curtis were not going to get their 
hands on the White Squaw. 
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A lthough Paxton had done his best tow 
keep his departure from toWn a secret^ 

; Ruth Mackay was af Kirk’s door with the 
news ’before ten o ’clockT ■ The girl made no reply 
to Kirk’s question as to how she had come by her 
information. On other occasions Kirk had ob¬ 
served the same reticence in Ruth’s manner and 
although it had sometunds tried his patience he 
remembered that in the veins of her mother’s 
pdo’ple there had run the blood of the-reticfent CreOi 
When Ruth , had gone, Kirk went" at oncd to 
Marion Curtis. She receivexL the annouhcei^ent^ 
without the slightest excitement. She did not 
need to be told that Warren Paxtoii was on his 
way to John Allen. 

“How long are they gone?” she asked after a 
moment’s silence, ■ 

‘ ‘ Probably three or four hours, ’ ’ Kirk replied. 

‘ ‘ How soon can we lealfe! ” 

“I can be ready in ait hour, but you—^you 
can’t— r-” ^ , * 

“I’ve got to gOj” she interrupted. “We can’t 
let him gaiu a sii^^e advantage at this stage. If 
Jule Allen can nu^the trip, I can. Get ready.” 
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“All right,” Kirk replied. '“I’ll be ready by 
eleven.” ' 

For ail hour Kirk gave himself feverishly to 
his preparations for the trip^, John Allen’s cabin 
was almost a hundred:miles to the north. If they 
were to reach the end of their journey in time to 
Jhe^ Paxton’s move the trip would have to be 
m^e^^toost without a break. , 

-By eleven o’clock they were on their way. 

“We shairhattalk another word of business 
imtil—until we haVMg,^ Marion Curtis said as 
they took the trail up t 

i^d Kirk agreed. The trjoTtiShn^tji good place 
to talk anyhow. It is a place ] 
silenced when the mind and heart < 
the mapc influences of nature, 
his min'd to the dogs, his own dog&dhSs time, with 
the untiring^ Bingo in thejead: The trail which 
they followed was th^^sa^ as that over which the 
race had beenjcmf^d over which Dags and Jule, 
Allen had-ghne the night before. It was keen and 
haad<^d the dogs trotted along easily, almost 
,<^yfully, finding the weight of Marion Curtis in 
the cafiole scarcely noticeable in their frisking 
high Spirits.- 

The stm was quite warm and the snow shone 
with,dazzling whiteness wherever it:lay open to 
the sky. There was romance in the long stretch, 
of the great ^river winding white and silent be- 
tweep its wooded slopes. There was romance/in 
the l^eavy shores rising high on either side,; the 
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still retreat of wild.life and the'd^ padded haunt 
of the hnnter. There was romrace, too, in the 
wide blue sky, the clean canopy of a man’s world 
whose horizons lay somewhere this side of that 
other world which it shut out, the world ofjsifioke 
and noise and corruption. To Kirk, who had lived 
the best five years of his life in the north, the 
romance was the air he breathed, it Vas the 
natural investiture of the world that was his, it 
was simply living. He knew that wherever’ he 
mi^it' find failure and disappointment and de- 
"fei^, he could^peturu here and find his veins filling 
again with ^or and courage and desire. But to, 
Marion Gurtis, whose eyes had never seen the 
nortUand before, the romanee was something dif¬ 
ferent Her heart thrilled to its own bounding 
^^reedom, her blood raced with an excitement the 
souTwtcfwhicfi she co'uld not have explained, her 
body eagerness to try its"o\ra 

powers. She wasiStwis/^j^onseious of her own 
beauty, Hit her wonaanhoocT^Stipsij^gaeJm a world 
where elemental forces moved at tEeft'^oasga^^H- 
ding, where man and nature were one in a conun^l^ 
destiny. 

.p They had planned to make the trip as far as 
Hags’ cabin by late night, to get an early start tlie 
next moihing and arrive at Jolm Allen’s cabin as 
nearly as possible with Boche and Paxton. Hags 
would be home, they faiew; Jule Allen would have 
goneon^ohe. „ . 

Late that evening Marion Curtis had a hew taste 
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of northland romance when Kirk stopped his 
dogs on the rim of a lake, on the other side of 
which, some twenty miles away, stood Dags’ cahin. 
They had eaten a hearty meal at Sturgeon Land¬ 
ing, a piping hot dinner of moose steak and fried 
potatoes which the trader’s wife had prepared and 
served them, but Kirk never went far on the trail 
without eating and Marion welcomed the sug¬ 
gestion that they should pause and “boil the 
kettle.”, . 

Just below them the trail they had been follow¬ 
ing, an old winter portage, dropped down to. the 
lake and they could > see clearly the tracks in ihe 
snow that had been made by Roche and Paxton; • 
and by Dags and Jule Allen the night before. 
Marion stood a moment and followed the dong 
track as far as her eyes could reach. She ran 
lightly down the trail to;the*iake and stood a 
moment searching the horiizon in every d ir ection.- 
To the north laiy the lake'with- 8s hundreds of 
small islands growing darker jjbw that the sun 
was getting lower. On the shore above her the 
first faint flicker of th^^dittle "fire that Kirk was 
making shone against the dark backgrotmd of 
shadowy woods. Sharply outlined against the 
sky one tall spruce tree lifted its’head clear above 
the others and stood out^like a sentinel on duty. 
She could not help noticing that the branches in 
the middle ot the tree had been cut off for a dis¬ 
tance of ten or twelve feet leaving only a large 
tufted head-and a thick base of branches near the 



THE LOBSTICK TEAIL 


113 


ground. In the space that had been thus cleared 
of limbs two long branches/like the arms of some 
gaunt spectre stretched outlin opposited^ections 
from the tree trunk, their ends weighted down 
with the soft snow that clung to them. 

When she went back to where Bark was busy 
over the fire she pointed to the tree and asked him 
its significance. ^ 

“That’s a lobstick,” he replied without taking 
the time to look up. “All up and down this coun¬ 
try, wherever trails lead there ai‘e lobsticks to 
point the way.” 

“You mean guide-posts?” . » 

He poddetL 

“ The two arms in the middle give the directions. 

That arm there,” he said, pointing to the branch 
on the northern sicje of the tree, “shows the direc¬ 
tion we are taking across the lake to our friend 
Dags. When we get there we’ll find another stick ^ 
^and~oth^^B-alQng^e way marking shortrCuts 
and portages and olddfails-^pt^re the only lines \ 
of coinmunication in this part of the worid.” ^ 

Then they sat, doW“ side by side on a faDeir——. 
spruce tree and drank their cups of hot tea while 
Kirk told her mere of the romance of the lobstick, 
how it had been used by the Indians as a means of 
marking the spot where a hunter had killed a very 
large moose, or where one man had buried an¬ 
other who was his friend, or where a young brave 
had made love to a maiden. o 

And Marion listened like a child hearing a fairy 
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tale, her eyes fixed upon the fluttering flame of the 
little fire at their feet, her face glo\^g ih the red 
light that, danced in tie gathering'sfiafiows. Once 
after he had ceased speaking and as\^hey sat to¬ 
gether in silence watching, the fire, K^rk allowed 
his eyes to rest a moment on her face.' As he did 
so she turned and looked at him with a directness 
and frankness that startled him and caused Ms 
pulses to throb. Before those eyes he felt himself 
almost powerless. For a moment only did she 
look at him so—one tense moment of recognition. 
Then ahe dropped her eyes quickly and her fingers 
played with the scarlet fringe of the scarf she 
wore about her waist. Kirk put out his hand sud¬ 
denly and caught her fingers. For a moment he 
held them imprisoned, Ms eyes upon her face, 
waiting for her to raise her head. When she fin¬ 
ally looked at him she laughed and he released her 
hand as suddenly as he had seized it. , 

“We’re funny,” she said, getting tip quickly 
and walking a few yards away from him where she 
_ stood and looked back at him, laughing. 

“Do you find it amusing?” he asked,| regarding 
her seriously. .. , . . . 

Between them there was being waged a. battle 
as old as the centuries. Kirk knew, as did Marion 
herself, that there was little tenderness in the 
fierce appeal that each made to the other.. Alone 
together, with the great silence of the^ north-bear¬ 
ing down heavily about them, with long miles sep¬ 
arating them from the conventions and institu- 
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*>1 tions that are the trappings of the civilized world, 
it was as if they had suddenly become divested of 
'^everything but ,the most elemental, the most insist¬ 
ent upwellings of himan desire. Marion’s laugh 
at once maddened and disarmed him, and without 
another word he set about preparing to take the 
trail. 

Wlien they were finally on the way again, the 
stars had come out overhead and the air was fresh 
with the crispness of the night-frost. Less than 
two hours brought them inside the group_ of 
' islands, that lay close to the shore. When they 
swung round the end of a large island they had 
been skirting for more than balf a mile, the light 
from Dags’ cabin on shore shone clear to theih 
across the snow. , 

At the first sight of the light Marion exclaimed 
and Kirk replied with a light laugh. And in that 
particular and unguarded moment there passed 
between them a recogmtion that throughout the 
hours they had spent almost without a word on 
the itrail that day there had grown up between 
th^ a kind* of Understanding, something like 
inohJacy itself, that after all served to make them 
sufficient untp themselves in a vrorld where there 
was no one else to look to for companionship. 

The feeling lasted.for only a moment with Kirk, 
however, and when a few minutes later he helped 
Marion from the cariole and led her to the door of 
Dags’ cabin he was conscious of evading her 
glance in which, he felt sure, lurked the teasing, 
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almost scornful smile that 'was disturbing to him. 

Kirk threw the door open suddenly upon Dags 
frying a late supper of bacon over a hot stove. 
What was on his lips to say, Ix^ay of expressing 
his surprise, he cheeked suddenly as Marion step¬ 
ped smiling through the doorway and went toward 
him with her hand outstretched. Dags’ face," as 
he looked closely at Ma,rion herself and then past 
her at Kirk who was standing in the doorway, held 
an expression that caused both Marion and Kirk 
to laugh. 

“No, we haven’t been married, and we’re not 
running away,” she explained, guessing-what was 
passing in the old fellow’s mind. 

“But we are hungry, Dagsie,” Kirk put in. 

In a moment Marion had briefly explained their 
sudden appearance and had learned from Dags 
that Eoche and Paxton were ahead of them about 
two hours—^whereupon Dags set himself to pre¬ 
pare a meal large enough for at least five. Marion 
removed some of her heavier wraps and K^k went 
out to relieve his dogs of their harness. 

Before returning to the cabin Kirk follow^ a 
little beaten path through the woods to a point 
from where he' could look out over the frozen, 
^ snow-covered surface of the lake. A white moon, 
almost full, had risen paling the stars with its 
light. It was one of the nights that Kirk had 
grown tp love during his life in the north country. 
The moonlight pierced the black shadows under 
the trees Vhere he stood and lay in ragged white 
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patches save where the hold straight shadows of 
the tree-trunks gave severity to the patterns on 
the snow^ ' A short distance from the shore and 
for miles beyond, the low black shapes of countless 
islands lay in the elfin glow of moon and stars. 
Accustomed though he was to scenes of rare na¬ 
tural beauty, Kirk felt that he had never seen 
anythiag-so beautiful in his life. He was glad to 
be alone to enjoy it and yet, with the thought of 
the nearness of Marion Curtis, there welled up in 
his heart a yearning, at first vague, and then m- 
tense. “ 

When at. last he opened the door of the cabin 
and went in he found Bags in his normal mood 
pouring fbrtji anathema on the country and the 
life he had nevertheless chosen for his own, a 
mood that persisted throughout the meal and well 
into Qie night while the three sat round the fire 
a:^^ 4 g]iatted, Dags doing most of the talking be¬ 
tween vigorous puffs at his pipe. 

“People ain’t what they used to be,’.’ Dags com¬ 
mented by way of summarizing his evening’s phil-; 
osophy. “There used to be honest men—^and hon¬ 
est women, too—but they all died.” 

“You’ve lived too long alone,” Marion Curtis 
suggested, ‘ ‘ you should have a wife, Dags. ’ ’ 

“No, I wouldn’t get married,” he replied seri¬ 
ously. “What would a woman do heret An’ I 
wouldn’t bring children into the world to live any¬ 
where else. They think they are fixin’ thiitgs now 
by this prohibition they’re bringin’ in. Well,^let 
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them go ahead an’ fix. They’d have to put a red¬ 
coat in every cabin north of fifty-three to make it 
work here. But even if they <Bd, it wouldn’t mat¬ 
ter to me. I’ve drunk about as much as is cornin’ 
to me anyhow. I’ve had my share and I admit I 
like it. Some people drink—not because they want 
it—^but because they want to raise enough nerve 
to give other people hell.an’ can’t do it without a 
lot of bad whisky. Not me. I like it an ’ I’m goin ’ 
to have it as long as I can buy a pound of raisins. 
When they close the grocery shops I’ll^begin 
growin’ potatoes and savin’ the skins. , They’ll 
have to pass a law against a inan havin’ his own 
garden. Human nature’s a stubborn beast—^you 
can coax it a little but when you start pushin’ it, 
it’s liable to lie down on you. Better leave it alone 
—^it’s goin’ ahead fast,enough anyhow.’^ 

They sat late at the table that night and finally, 
after everything possible had been done to give 
Marion Curtis comfortable quarters for the night, 
Kirk got up from the bench on which he had been 
sitting and throwing on his mackinhw and cap, 
took his whip from the wall and went out to look 
at his dogs before turning in for the night. 

Fifteen minutes later he stood again amdng the 
trees by the lake and breathed deeply of the night 
air. These were the last raire moonUt nights of 
the winter that was now rounding into spring. By 
the time the xhoon would be frffi again, the snow 
would have gone and the lakes unsafe for traveL 
At the sound of a footfall he turned quickly and 
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beheld Marion Curtis standing only/ a few yards 
away, her smiling face and her superb figure dap¬ 
pled in the tree-latticed light from the moon. In 
that smile there was revealed the side of Marion’s 
nature that at once attracted Blirk and made him 
afraid. 

Unconsciously his fingers tightened their ner¬ 
vous grip bn the whip he held in his hand. He 
waited in silence for her to speak—^waited until, 
the silence became almost tmbearable. . 

“Do you know that you annoy me terribly,” 
she said at last. Kirk ^d not know whether the 
tone was bantering or merely assertive of her own 
self-confidence. 

“I wasn’t aware of the fact,” Kirk replied. 

“You do,” she said emphatically. 

“Justhowt”' 

“Do you want to know?” 

“I should never have thought of asking you if 
I didn’t.” “ 

She came towards him until she stood no more 
than an arm’s length away. For a moment she.re¬ 
garded him, smiling oddly where she stood with 
the white light of the moon on her face. 

“Do you know,” she said slowly, “if you were¬ 
n’t such fy^boy I believe I could nmke something 
really big out of you. I’d like to hold the destiny 
of a real man in my hands. By Ceorge—I’d make 
a man of him.” . . 

:* ^rk remenfiiered suddenly that he was prob¬ 
ably a couple of years older than she. Had he al- 
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lowed himself to think of it, however, he knew that 
her experience in a busy world had given her an 
advantage that could scarcely be measured by 
years. 

He struggled to preserve his sense of humor. 

“You’d probably want to make a fool of him 
first,” he replied. 

“Is that nicet” she asked him and her voice 
tormented him with its quiet assurance. 

“Perhaps not,” he replied, “^t I think I’d 
prefer making a man of myself to having someone 
else do it for me.” 

, She looked at him seriously a moment before she j 
spoke again. - i 

“Two can do more in this world than one, Kir k 
Brander,” she said slowly, “You don’t intend to 
spend your whole life in a county like this!” 

A week ago Kirk’s reply would have been full 
of assurance. Now, he felt a strange hesithncy in, 
commit^g himself<" ' 

“I like this country,” he replied evasively. 

“Huh—so do I,” she laughed. “But don’t you 
see—even Dags toows there is nothing here for 
anyone with ambition—nothmg, I mean, tb Tnnka 
him want to spend his life here.” 

‘^es,” Kirk responded, “I see.” 

“And if you’re going to do anything you’ll have 
to make a beginning soon. You^ be through mth ‘ 
this work in a year. We can hand it over “to some¬ 
one else and you can get out into a world where 
the opportunities are bigger.” 
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There was something in the thing she was urg¬ 
ing upon him that jarred horribly with what he 
had come out into the moonlight to enjoy. He 
wondered vaguely if she was unconscious of the‘ ^ 
rare beauty of the night and the passion of its 
silence. \ 

He turned towards her and their eyes met. In 
, that moment he seemed to see into her very soul. 
Be glanced" quickly towards the cabin standing 
back among the trees. 

“Don’t you think it’s time we were going inf’’' 
^^e miggested quickly. 

He stepped past her and started up the path 
towards the cabin. When he had gone a h^ 
dosien steps he realized that she was still standing 
where he had left her. He glanced back. She was 
looking at, h^ 


. “Come here I’’ she commanded. 

. He paused and stood with his eyes upon her. 

‘ ‘ Come here I ’ ’ she repeated. 

He went back and stood beside her. She leaned 
towards him almost imperceptibly and he placed 
his arm about her. When their eyes met he could 
not help noticing the slow return of the smile with 
which she had tormented him. An angry impulse 
seized him and he, drew her forcibly to him. 

The next moment she had evad^ him and he 
was standing alone under the shadows of the trees. 
Her mocking laughter came back to him from 
where she stood in the moonlight. Could she have 
known what was passing in his mind her mockery 
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would haye come abruptly to an end. But she saw 
nothing except the shadowy figure of the man she 
had baffled. 

Suddenly he stepped towards her. There was a 
stem deliberateness in his movements. and his 
face, now- clearly visible in the moonlight into 
which he had moved, was dark with something she 
had not seen ifi it before. His hapd^th the whip 
in it was moving strangely asjhe dropped the long 
lash and, without looking at^t, stretched it out in 
the snow with a quick, deffmovemeni. She guessed 
what was in his mind/hnd when he Raised his am 
slowly she cower^, nfraid to run,, her pride for- 
hidding her-tb speak Not tmtil his arm came above 
his head and the lash started morng as if alive 
did she allow her voice to break from her. 

“Don’t—don’t—please!’\_8he j pleaded, and 
moved towards him slowly. j 
He paused with his hand upraised, until she 
came and stood trenAling beside him. Then he 
took her in his arms and as he felt her amis go up 
^about his neck and draw him down to her, he 
crushed her fiercely to him and pressed his mouth 
hard upon hers. „ , , 

'When he drew, back ^rom her a moment later 
there were tears inher eyes.—He wtdteif while she 
bmshed them away and th^ .trembling and silent 
they made their way bacfc-slo^^ to the nabiTi- 
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O LD John iJlen had his friends an(^his ene¬ 
mies; His friends insisted thatdie waai^^n 
honest man; and all liis enemies could ^d 
to criticize in him was the fact that he was as stnb- 
born as the proverbial mule. Old John'Mackay 
had once numbered himself among the friends. 
He had jprospepted with John ^lecn for ^o sum¬ 
mers and they had spent most of one wpter to¬ 
gether trapping. Besides, they each had a ddngh-’ 
ier and so^times-when they smoh^d together of a 
smmneii evening, after they had girown- tired of 
taltog of their prospects,; John Mackay had 
spoken tenderly* of his Enth, and t^ohn Allen hdd 
lingered a Httlp over the name of his Jnle. And 
they; had often dreamed togethief of a day when 
the girls would come together and love ea<i other 
■as sisters.-. _ - . „ • , -J 

. They had speken^m^^^werdf^theirjs^^ 

Mackay had said something thafe^. hnpiied""^ar~ 
John Alienas wife was, at least, living. 

The old Englishman’s response had heen ehar- 
. acteristically brief. “She’s dead”five years 
ago,” he said. ». J ' ■ , \ 

The pld Scotchman had ifeceived-the jnfprma- 
’tiOh without comment , ^ter a long silence he ■ 


(9) 
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spoke with at least equal brevity. “So’s mine— 
six years ago,” he annoxmced without the slightest 
intention of being humorous, and thereafter 
neither man ever referred to the matter of their 
wives again. Nor did they ever discuss their res¬ 
pective attitudes towards women in general.- 
It was a woman, however, that finally .brought 
their friendship to an end—a woman, and John 
iJUen’s- stubbornness. They had staged clsdms 
> near the Lucky Strike before, the existence” of that 
property had been even thought of. They had 
..heard the news of its discovery and had watched 
the development of the mine with interest at high- 
pitch ; they had notfed with satisfaction the rush 
of prospectors who came in on the mere chance 
of striking something good in the neighborhood, 
had clung to their own claims in the face of temp¬ 
ting offers and had even bought up a few 
that had been staked close to their own. Toge&er 
they had fought off Paxton’s efforts to buy in 
practically everything of promise in the district 
—and they were still on the ground of their ori¬ 
ginal locations. 

But to return to the dispute that had separated, 
the two old friends. John Allen had selected for 
his cabin a site that had won his heart the moment 
his eyes fell upon it. It was not until he had built 
the best log cabin in the country, however, bad 
.gone to Saskatoon for Jule and returned -vrith .a 
half dozen large freight canoes loaded with fur¬ 
nishings.and suppUes ioT the nev home, that he 
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became convinced that he h%d fonnd the sweetest 
comer in all the world, ^or a short tim,e he was 
happier than he had ever been in his life before. 
He moved ahont leisurely in his canoe, and with his 
almost silent partner, old John Mackay, staked 
new claims or examined the claims that others 
had stahedr'-Some day, if he had only the patience 
to wait, Jule Allen would he the daughter of a 
rich man with the world before her. And John 
Allen had the patience. Sometimes lie ^showed so 
much of it that John Mackay felt aimoyed, thoulgh 
he never spoke of it. It began to try John,Mac¬ 
kay’s patience, however, when old John Allen 
started in to make a garden. Somehow or other, 
experimenting with hardy varieties of potatoes 
and earlyjnaturing vegetables was not in li^e with' 
prospecting. John Mackay watched him onh even¬ 
ing digging in his garden and then went off alone 
for a stroll to the other end of the prope^. 
There he found an open space where the rock was 
exposed to the water’s edge save for a thin cover- 
ing of dry moss and a thin fringe, of reeds that 
came up out of the water a few feet from the shore’. 
Mentally he made a note of the spot. If anything , 
should happen between him and John Allen, he 
would build a cabin for himself right there where 
the bare rock made gardening impossible. He _ 
would send for his daughter Ruth and they woul^ 
live securely and contentedly by themselves. 

He had not long fojvait before his fears were ” 
vindicated. One day'John Allen announced oasu- 
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ally that he was going to have an Indian woman 
come to the cabin to do his honsework and keep 
Jule company. There were no iVords between the 
■two. John Mackay "v^s determined not to live 
under the same roof with a woman. John Allen 
had only to look at his old partner to know what 
was passing in his mind. He qnickly estimated 
the value of John Mackay’s holdings and offered 
him a price. But he ha^.not read'his partner’s 
mind clearly. For the first time in their friend¬ 
ship, John Mackay’s anger got the best of him and 
John Allen learned th^t his partner had not staked 
claims merely because he wanted to sell thefia for 
whatever he could get out of theip. He had come 
there because he belonged, and he would stayl^ 
They divided the property between them, adjust¬ 
ed their lin^ and named the new propertie^The 
Micmac a:^ The 'White Squaw. The next day 
John AU^, feeling alone even with his daughter, 
stood in^he doorway of his cabin on The "White 
Squa-vy^and heard the sound of John Mackay’s 
axe at work at the far end of The !Micmac. ' 

From that time forward the two old partners 
lived to themselves. Ruth Mackay had remained 
in school at The Pas; Jule Allen had been permit¬ 
ted to visit the little town only twice ^in five years. 

— One thing, hqweverrkept the twoTnen together in 
spirit even if they had no more than a passing nod 
for each other ’i^hen they met. They realized the 
diflScult fight they both had to put up to' defend 
themselves a^jg^st the encroachments of outsid- 
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ers. Of these outsiders Warren K. Paxton was 
undoubtedly the most formidable. He had bought 
up practically everything in sight that showed any 
promise whatever of latent wealth and had ap- 
proachM both Allen and Mackay frequently with 
offers for their hoWings. To aU his offers, how¬ 
ever, they gave th^ sauae brusque reply and Pax¬ 
ton had given up attempting to arrange terms 
with them on what he considered a business'hasisr 
He did not fail to use other means of bringing the 
stubborn old prospectors to lime, however, and for 
a year he had done everything in his power to force 
them to sell. All he got for his pains was an in¬ 
creased stubbornness that was tinctured now vdth 
something of hatred besides, 4 John Mackay had 
succeeded twice in selling ah option on Ms prop¬ 
erty to companies that had done v. a considerable 
amount df drilling to test the values concealed 
underground and had failed to take up the option 
when they found themselves hampered by the lack 
of capitaL John Allen’s property had remained 
practically as it was the day he staked it, save for 
the assessment work which the law required him 
to do and a small amount of drilling wMch he had 
had done by one of the companies working on 
Mackay’s property. 

From their cabins they watched the work that 
Paxton was doing on Ms holdings., The Micmac 
and The WMte,Squaw lay together along one side 
of a little lake and a narrow rapid creek that ran 
into sit. Paxton's property lay along the creek 
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on the other side and extended a short distance 
also along the opposite shore of the lake. Ripple 
Creek, tfie old partners had nained the creek when 
they put in their stakes, and Ripple Lake the low 
lying sheltered stretch of water out of which they 
had paddled'on that quiet summer evening years 
before after a long day’s prospecting. Just above 
the place where the creek emptied into the lake 
ran the border line between Saskatchewan and 
Manitoba, on the other side of which lay the bqlE^ 
of Paxton’s holdings. 

Jule Allen had loved the place from the moment 
of her landing. She loved the cabin, the woods, 
the hills, the lake, and the little creek. But most of 
all she loved the falls where the-dearhlue'water 
of the creek gathered in a wide, quiet pool before 
it rounded out over the rock and plunged into an¬ 
other pool below, foaming, turbulent, eddying, and 
hurried down to the peaceful level of the lake. The 
fact that two wooden crosses on the shore just be¬ 
low the falls marked the graves of two young pros¬ 
pectors who had foolishly tried to run the rapids 
in their canoe only gave an air of tragic mystery 
to. the place and the horror of the incident itself 
soon wore off as the months passed and the stem 
beauty of the rapids gradually east its spell about 
her. Hour after hour she had sat on the high rock 
tiiat stood above the falls, content only to watch 
the water, limpid blue and marked with foam, and 
to listen to the ceaseless roar of its breaking on 
the rocks below. Each sumnier since her coming 
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she hm^given the falls a different ttame as suited 
her fancy, but the rock she had. called Eagle's 
Head from the first day she had climbed down 
' along its ragged side to where an eagle had built. 
• its nest. And without knowing it Jule Allen had 
grown to feel that this little sheltered spot in the 
woods, this little cabin within sound of the rushing 
rapids, this little lake across which the sun set 
each evening—this was her home, the one comer 
in all the world in which she belonged and in which 
she could find happiness. Nor did her feelings 
change as she sat evenings and listened to her 
father as he told her of the fight he was putting up 
to keep, the place their own and of the plans he had 
for the future. 

Once, just a year ago, in answer to some strange 
upwelling of emotion within her she had listened 
^ to the words of a stranger who had told her of the 
great world outside, a world she had almost for¬ 
gotten already, and thrilled, more perhaps by the 
wakening of her own womanhood, she had given 
her consent to leave and to begin life anew in 
strange surroundings. The stranger was Phil 
Boehe. Once she had got free from the spell of his 
words, however, and had had time to think it all 
over quietly, seated on the rock high above the 
falls, she knew that she could not go away. Then. 
for the first time she confessed it all to her father 
who heard her story without any show of surprise, 
hired a couple of Ihdians in whom he could place 
confidence, and sent her off to Cumberland House 
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to meet Phil Roche and to tell him her true mind. 
In his own canoe, with a half-breed in the bow, he 
accompanied her half way and making camp on a 
little island in the lake, calmly awaited her return. 
Wlien, late that night, she joined him, they put 
back again to the cabin and neither of them ever 
mentioned the affair again. 

Jule Allen’s trip to The Pas at the time.of the 
dog Derby had been made because John Allen had 
agreed to meet Marion Curtis in town on the day 
of the race and when the time“eame had found him¬ 
self unable to leave the house. Jule’s going was 
her own suggestion and although she had gone 
about with her dogs wherever she wished for three 
winters, old John Allen found himself awaiting 
her return with an utterly unwarranted anxiety. 
Nearly all the second night he had lain awake ob¬ 
sessed by the fear that some unnatural harm had 
befallen her. The next day he had sent the Indian 
woman out to the top of the hill that lay back-of 
the cabin to watch for her. Before Jule left they 
had set an hour for her probable return, barring 
accident, and as the time arrived and then passed 
John Allen found it impossible to remain in bed. 
Getting up he wrapped himself in a heavy Ijlanket 
and seated himself by the little window where, he 
could see the trail for some distance up the side 
of the hill. At last when he saw the woman corn¬ 
ing through the trees he got up and went back to 
bed again. Half an hour later Jule drove her dogs 
up to the doorway and leaping out of the cariole 
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ran in and threw herself beside her father’s bed, 
laughing as he told her his fears and giving him 
the stray bits of news she had gathered on her 
brief visit to tovm. . 

Concerning her meeting with Marion Curtis 
she had little to say beyond the fact that she had 
informed her-of John Allen’s inability to fulfil his 
promise to meet her in tow. But in Jule Allen’s 
heart there was much that she might have said, for 
Marion Curtis had affected her strangely. There 
was. much about the woman that appealed very 
strongly to Jule. Her beauty, her dress, her man- 
■ ner of talking had won her admiration. And yet 
a hidden instinct had made her^ almost dislike her. 
They were of two different worlds, Jule Allefihad 
felt that from the moment of their first meet^S^j 
and with little or nothing in common save their 
sex and the natural instincts that go with it, they 
could never meet on grounds of intimacy. Jule 
admired Marion Curtis in a purely objective, im¬ 
personal way, but was at the same time repelled 
by the utter complexity of her personality. All 
the way home she had puzzled over it and that 
night, blissfully content again in the security of 
her own bed, she lay awake thinking of her. 

Early the next afternoon Paxton and Phil 
Roche arrived imaUnounced before John Allen’s 
cabin. Jule was out at the time and learned of the ■ 
presence of the visitors from the Indian woman 
who came out to find her. When Jule entered the 
cabin she sensed something unpleasant at once. 
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The fact that Phil Roche was there caused her no 
discomfort, whatever, but Paxton’s presence made 
her feel uneasy. She Could not help the feeling of 
pity that seized her at the sight of her father sit¬ 
ting up in bed, his face white and troubled, listen¬ 
ing to the unruffled talk of Warren Paxton. Even 
with her own lack of experience in the world out¬ 
side, she instinctively felt something of the un¬ 
equal nature of the fight which these men were 
carrying on. Now as she listened to their talking 
she grew almost to hate the sound of Paxton’s 
voice^ though as yet there had been no mention 
made of the purpose of his visit. She glanced only 
once or twice at Phil Roche but it was sufficient to 
convince her that he was rather enjoying the very 
thing thdt was giving her pain. And in that mo¬ 
ment she hated him with alb her heart. 

Suddenly there was a flurry without and Jule 
went to the door. Her surprise at seeing Marion 
Curtis was nothing to the surprise that Paxton 
experienced on hearing the sound' of her voice. 

When Marion entered the cabin a moment later 
with Kirk Brander, Paxton got up and looked at 
her with his thin smile covering the bitterest mood 
he had known for months. For once he was genu¬ 
inely angry at Marion Curtis and craved, above 
everything in the world, an opportunity to tell 
her what he thought. But her jaunty manner and 
her self-assurance threw him immediately upon a 
desperate defensive in which he realized that all 
his self-control would be necessary if he was not 
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to make .himself ridiculous ■ in the eyes of the 
others. Marion’s sudden and unexpected arrival 
brought matters quickly a head. Aftet the 
necessary introductions had been disposed of in 
an atmosphere in which Marion alone seemed to be 
in cool possession of her full powers, there fol¬ 
lowed a brief silence while John Allen looked from 
one to another of his visitors and tried to read in 
their faces the significance of their unannounced 
visit. I 

“We mi^ht as well get to business at once,” 
Paxton finally suggested, and his voice had taken 
on its accustomed brusqueness. “I’ve come out 
to make you another offer on this property, John 
Allen,, and I’m willing to meet you on your own 
terms if you’re willing to talk business.” 

Marion Curtis was quick to take advantage ^ 
Paxton’s pause. ‘ ‘ And I ’ve come oht prepared^o 
bid a little higher than anything Mr. Paxton will 
offer you,” she replied. 

. “You are making a wild statemenL hirs. Cur¬ 
tis,” Paxton observed with am^effort to remain 
cool. 

“I don’t think so, Mr. PAxton,” she replied. “If 
I am I’m willing foiv6nce|in my life to back up 
^y wild statemenf I make. But I know pretty 
\ell what you are going tojoffer Mr. Allen, and I 
know I can better it. There shouldn’t be much 
wildness about that.” 

piston grunted and turned expectantly to John 
. Allen. Marion Curtis allowed her eyes to rest a 
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moment on Paxton and then turned with a smile to, 
look at the white face of the old prospector. From 
where she sat back from the group Jule Allen 
could see her father’s face clearly. With the main 
facts of the case before him, John Allen was more 
like himself again. The sudden descent of four 
visitors had seemed so mysterious at first that he 
was troubled to know what new move he was going 
to be called upon to check. But here was a simple 
situation, after all, where two people with money 
had come to bid against each other for the posses¬ 
sion of his property. The troubled look faded 
gradually from his face. He lifted himself to a 
more erect position and cleared his voice. Then 
he hesitated and Jule’s heart yrarmed as she 
watched her father’s face grow dark with the 
spirit of the fighter that rose within him.She had 
feared for her father while he was perplexed. 
Now that he was growing angry her fear left her 
suddenly and in its place there came something 
that was almost rejoicing. 

‘ ‘ Paxton, ’ ’ John Allen said at last, and his voice 
was cold and very direct, “for three years I have 
tried to get a square deal from you. At one time 
I would have sold out to you at a decent figure— 
half, maybe, of what you are ready to offer to me 
now. For three years I peddled my holdings with¬ 
out finding a man with faith enough in this coun¬ 
try to put a dollar into it. When I went to you 
las^ year and showed you what the drill had un¬ 
covered you offered me gust about as much as I’d 
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offer you for a piece of ground to make a back 
yard. Wken I told you what I thought of your 
offer you told me to come back whefl I changed my 
mind.” , :!• 

Paxton moved uneasily. * ‘ That js^as only a way 
of doing business, John,” he said in an effort to 
calm the old man’s rising anger. 

“Your way, Paxton!” John Allen almost shout¬ 
ed the words. “It isn’t my way—^it never wals my 
way. I told you then that I’d never come back 
and I never have. I never intend to.” 

His face was tight-drawn now and Jiis hand 
trembled as he spoke. ^ ^ 

“It’s your way of doing business that has made 
me lose all the faith I^er"1iad in men of your 
type. They all do business in the same way. Aj&d, 
you couldn’t buy^-The White Squaw; to-day if yW 
had a cheque wth you for a half million dollars!” 

^ -'He'turned and looked at Marion Curtis. 

“I don’t know how you do business, Mrs. Cur¬ 
tis,” he said, a little more quietly. “Some day I 
might talk to you—^I don’t know. Just now I’ve 
made my own plans and I’m going to carry them 
out.” 

“I’m not here to buy unless you want to sell,” 
she replied frankly. “Mr. Paxton knows, and you 
may as well know, that I am here to see that he 
doesn’t get The White Squaw. I shall be perfectly 
satisfied to see you carry out your own plans pro¬ 
vided, in the end, you do not find |,t necessary to 

. ■ ■ - 5 , 
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surrender to the interests we are cpmpeting 
against.” 

“I shall look to that, Mrs. Curtis,” Joto Allen 
replied. “The fact is—^i;,foimd the |>roperty my- 
seK—intend to work it myself.” ^ 

There was a murmur of protest from both Pax¬ 
ton and Marion Curtis. 

“I know what it means,” he hurried to explain. 
“It’ll take money—^it’U take energy—it’ll take 
time. I’ve got enough money to start on and I’ll 
go as far as it will take me. I’ve got faith ia the 
Country and I have confidence in its future, and^ 
anyhow, I’m going to live the rest of my days fiere 
no matter what happens.' My roots have gone 
down and I :can’t leave., WIipti T’v e^ Apent.myL 
mon^, perhaps you’ll see better what I have here 
and then maybe you’ll come to noe. . If .1 can’t 
show anything—the loss will be mine. And whose 
should it be?” 

From behind Marion Curtis, Bark Brander 
looked steadijy at John Allen’s face." There was 
much in the old man’s eyes and in the lines abput 
his mouth that was deeply pathetic. There was 
even more of it in his voice. There was energy, 
even determination there; one might even hope 
that John Allen would live for years yet and see 
the day when men of Paxton’s type would come 
to him merely on the basis of good business and 
meet him on terms of equality. TrAnd yet . Kir k 
could not help feeling regret that the old prospec¬ 
tor’s later years should be spent in a conflict with 
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men of such ruthless methods as Paxton would 
unhesitatingly employ to serve his own ends. Ul^ 
timately, Kirk knew, John Allen would have to 
come to terms with the world. It was a pity that 
he should spend what was left to. him of life in a 
futile struggle against hopeless odds. 

Warren Paxton’s previous dealings with John 
Allen had been enough to convince him on this 
occasion that there was nothing more to be said 
on the subject. He looked round at Roche and 
the latter moved towards the door. 

.“I’m going to warn you, John,” Paxton sa,id 
asJie-gipt up from his chair, “that you’re going to 
play this~fodl game just a day toojpilg.'” 

“Well, it’s mv gam e^and I’m going to play it 
my way from now on,” John Allen replied. 

“And I’ll say the same thing to you, Marion 
Curtis,” Paxton replied, turning to look at her 
where she was still sitting near Kirk Brander. 

“Mr. Allen’s answer is my answer, too,”'she 
, replied. 

Paxton sniffed a little impatiently as he strode 
towards the door. He seemed on the point .of say¬ 
ing something, looked quickly at Kirk, and then, 
opening the door passed out followed by Phil 
Roche. _ - " 

Kirk left Marion Cuttis abruptly and went out. 
He found-Paxton standiug alone before the door¬ 
way. Phil Roche had gone off a short distance to 
where his dogs were lying curled up in the snow 
qnder the trees. 
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“And I’ve' got someone who will watch you, 
young man,” Paxton said a_s if he were simply^ 
continuing the conversation. . 

“I haven’t had any trouble lately in looking af¬ 
ter myself,” Kirk replied. 

“"Well, your trouble’s starting.” “ 

He left Kirk and walked quickly to where Roche 
was standing beside his team. Kirk’s eyes Vere 
upon Roche but between them there had arisen 
since the day of the race a-feeling that awaited 
only the proper time and place to give itself ex¬ 
pression. Perhaps Roche felt much as Kirk felt, 
that when they came tO settle their score the, issue 
would be their own, and for that settlement they 
needed' no audience. He stood watching Paxton 
and Roche until they had crossed the creek and 
disappeared among the trees on the other side. 
Then he turned and went back into the cabin. 

As he closed the door behind him he noticed that 
Jule had come out of the corner where she had 
been sitting and was standing now beside Marion 
Curtis. And_fox a jnoment as he looked at them 
he could not help recognizing the sharp contrast 
which the two made. Jule was young with a youth 
that would never grow old. There was warm life 
in her, dark hair and eyes, her rounded cheeks and 
full lips, and in her yoimg body the easy pose of 
one whose heart has expanded in quiet places. 
Hers was the pride of clean blood and simple 
hopes. Marion Curtis, whose pride was disdain,' 
had come out of a life that had once been his, a 
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life that he had left because it had begun to stifle 
him. Jule Allen was in her natural setting here 
in this simple place where Marion Curtis was an 
intruder. ■ 

And for the first time it occurred to Kirk Bran- 
der that perhaps Jule Allen might look upon him • 
also as an intruder—and- he found the thought' 
strangely disquieting. 



CHAPTER Xni. 


T hat night Marion Curtis accepted the hos¬ 
pitality of Jule Allen while Kirk took his 
way through the woods to old John Mae- 
kay’s cabin. . On the other side of Ripple Creek, 
Roche and^Paxton made themsdves comfortable 
in one of the cabins the latter had built on his 
property .the j)revious summer. 

It was ten o’clock,before Kirk turned out the 
next morning, helped himself liberally to John 
Mackay’s store of provisions, and conscious that 
Marion Curtis would probably be in no great 
hurry to leave the comfortable quarters in John 
Allen’s cabin, struck out alone to get his first look 
at the property, the development of which he was 
to supervise during the coming months. From the 
cabin he took his way along the shore of the lake 
for a short distance and then turning abruptly 
away from the lake climbed the hill that sloped 
gradually upwards from the shore. In a few 
minutes he stood on the crest of the hill where he 
commanded a view, not only of the property itself 
, vith its half dozen deserted cabins bundled to¬ 
gether beside the little lake, but of the whole dis¬ 
trict with hills shouldering up from the lake shore 
and covered over with thick growths of spruce. 

140 
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Here and there where the hills had heen swept by 
fire, white expanses of snow shone in the bright 
simlight. The lake itself with its little bays and 
tree-clad islands held promise of hidden beauties 
that awaited only the coining of summer to unveil 
them to the eye. 

But sensitive as Kirk was to the natural beauty 
of the place his imagination was at work on an¬ 
other picture. He saw the hillside just below him 
quicken into life and activity; he saw the trees fall 
back and in their places come houses and streets 
with people walking about in busy pursuits; he 
heard the hum of a great town at work, the cease¬ 
less grind of its wheels, the constant rush of its 
traffic. And he saw himself there, something more 
than a' mere part of it, the embodiment rather of 
its creative spirit, the inspiration of its enterprise. 

Suddenly from somewhere quite close, it seemed 
onjiy a few yards away, there came the confused 
sound of dogs fighting and a girl’s v^pice breaking 
through with sharp commands. Turning and look¬ 
ing off down the hill he saw the dogs tumbling 
about in the snow near the edge of a clear space 
on the hillside. Close by stood Jule Allen doing 
her best to drive them apart but with little success. 
In a moment Kirk was off down the hill and round¬ 
ing a little clump of underbrush came suddenly 
into the open where he had a full view of the fight. 
Jule Allen, whip in hand,, was doing her best- to 
part the dogs, one of them her own and the other 
a dog from Kirk’s own team that had somehow 
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strayed away from the others, dale’s dog had 
been hitched to a small toboggan but one of the 
traces had broken during the fight and dangled at 
his side. 

Stepping in quickly Kirk seized the whip from 
Jule’s hand and pushing her aside seized the col¬ 
lar of her dog^and throwing him back suddenly 
struck his own dog sharply on the nose with the 
butt of the whip. The effect was immediate and 
Kirk, still gripping the leather collar in one hand, 
turned to Jule who stood close behind him. 

"Snap!” she cried as t^e dog growled and 
struggled to get free from the grip that Kirk held. 

"He doesn’t seem to know when he’s had 
enough,” Kirk remarked, handing her the whip. 

She moved quickly toward the dog’s head and 
without paying the slightest attention to Kirk’s 
words, raised her whip and spoke again sharply 
to the dog. ^ Dropping close, to the snow the dog 
slunlc towards her whining. 

For a moment Kirk looked at the girl, radiant 
in her fresh young beauty, her eyes full of danc¬ 
ing fires as she spoke to the dog. Then he looked 
at the dog. He started suddenly. 

"Where—^where did that dog come from!” he 
asked abruptly. ^ 

Jule Allen straightened and looked at him 
sharply. ( 

"Have you not been lonjg enough in this part of 
the world, Kii’k Brander,” she said, "to know bet¬ 
ter than to ask questions like that!” 
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But Kirk refused to retreat before her rebuke. 
The fires in her eyes danced angrily but he scarce¬ 
ly noticed them. 

“I did know better, Jule Allen,” he replied seri¬ 
ously and he returned her look steadily as- he 
spoke. ‘ ‘ The fact is I asked because I wanted to 
know. I’ll not bother you about it again but— 
I’m going to find out just the same. That much, 
at least, is permissible even in this part of the 
world.” 

She did not reply and he watched her in silence 
as she pushed the dog into place before the tobog¬ 
gan and with one knee on the snow set about mend¬ 
ing the broken trace with a bit of string she drew 
from her pocket. He could not help feeling regret 
at the unfortunate turn their meeting had taken. 
There was so much that was attractive in the girl, 
so much beauty in face and figure, so much music 
in her voice, and so much spirit in her self-asser¬ 
tion that he forgot for the moment the impulse 
that had moved him to ask a forbidden question. 

Without speaking he knelt beside her and tak¬ 
ing tljfiJ)roken trace from her, drew his knife from 
hi/]^cket and proceeded to splice the broken ends. 
She did not offer any resistance nor did she speak 
a word of protest. She a«ted, ^ther, as if she wa.s 
unaware of his presencei_iA®d Bark worked in- 
silence, allowing his eyes to move frequently along 
the dog’s shaggy sides and neck. Twice he lo^ed 
closely at the dark face with its small, deepset 
e^es. Once when the girl lowered her head and 
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turned away Kirk ran his hand quickly over tlie 
dog’s neck and turning one of the ears back, look¬ 
ed at it for a moment. As he did so Jule raised 
her eyes and he turned again quickly to the broken 
trace. 

When the necessary repairs had been completed 
Kirk got up and stood back a little from the dog, 
his eyes fixed upon the dog’s head and face. 

“I didn’t mean to be offensive,” he said, “but 
I’m going to be perfectly frank with you. It will 
avoid misunderstandings in the future. I know 
your dog—and’ I know where he came from. I 
don’t know just how you got him but I’m going to 
take the trouble to find out, because it really means 
sbmething to me. ’ ’ i 

But Jule Allen was already leading her dog 
across the clear space in the direction of a narrow 
trail that led among the trees and down the hill¬ 
side towards the lake. 

Suddenly it came to Kirk’s mind to put his sus¬ 
picions to the test. He raised his voice quick^. 

“Darkie! Darkiel” he called. 

The dog stopped in his tracks and turned his 
dark face towards Kirk. His ears were pricked 
sharply'and he stood as if awaiting the sound of 
the voice again. But Kirk did not speak. 

“Snap!” cHed Jule Allen, and the dog headed 
again into the narrow trail. 

Kirk stood and watched them rmtil they van¬ 
ished from si^ht among the trees. And as he stood 
alone his mind wandered back to the morning he 

A 
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had found poor old Wally Lamor(te 'sitting upright 
in the snow,, his dogs gone and hie face eafen away 
—^not by his ouui huskies, he knew now, hut hy 
wolves. 




PTEE XIV. 


A FTEE^oiiTg over the property hurriedly 
■(, Kirk returned to John Allen's cabin where 
, ■ Marron Curtis impatiently awaited his 
coming. When she had heard a brief report on 
what he had spn she suggested their going at 
once to The L^cky Strike and looking over the 
equipment. He ^ot his dogs into their harness im¬ 
mediately and affby a hurried lunch served at the 
hands of Jule Allen^erself the two left the cabin 
and arrived at The Lueky Strike shortly after the 
nqon hour. Only three miles separated the two 
properties and for the greater part of the distance 
the trail followed the shore of a lake and the 
crooked course of a narrow creek. For the re¬ 
mainder of the distance it ran up the steep hill 
that lay back of The» Micn^ and then along the 
crest to a point directly abp^the camp where it 
dropped suddenly down tomirds the lake. When 
they had gone hurriedly over the equipment they 
took the tmil back again, going more slowly this 
time andj/vir^heir task in mind, carefully estim¬ 
ating the amount of work that would be necessary 
to put the road in shape. 

They were both utterly weary that night when 
they entered John Allen's cabin and begged a sec- 
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ond night’s hospitality for Marion. But with all 
their weariness they were happy in the conviction 
that, although they could not expect more than two 
weeks more before the warm weather should make 
the ice on the lakes and rivers unsafe for travel, 
they believed the equipment could be moved and 
put in place on the Micmac before the break-up. 
They sat late into the night diseussi^ their plans 
and John Allen himself entered heartily into the 
conversation, giving them the benefit of his experi¬ 
ence. And yet, for all the freedom with which he 
otfered suggestions, there was something re¬ 
strained, almost disinterested in his maimer. It 
was- quite evident that he looked upon them much 
as he did upon Paxton. To him they were all out¬ 
siders, all intruders. As for Jule Allen, Kirk was 
at a loss to know how he should interpret^her at¬ 
titude., There was nothing shy in her manner and 
no unnatural restraint. There was nothing, even, 
to indicate that she was the girl whom he had met 
that morning on the hillside. She preserved an 
unruffled calm that was almost haughtily indif¬ 
ferent—^but behind it Kirk felt there was a curbed 
passion that was ready to break loose, awaiting, 
only the occasion. He.,became aware suddenly ^ 
that ifwas going to be hard to live all summer here 
and be on bad terms with his nearest neighbor. 

The next morning Marion Curtis left with Jule 
Allen who was taking her out as far as Dags’ 
cabin. They would reach there by noon and Dags 
would take Marion on to The Pas, allowing Jule 


1 
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,^o return the same evening. During the past two 
c^s Marion and Kirk had been so busy with the 
solution of the practical problems that attended 
their new venture that their relations had been 
wholly impersonal. Not once had either of them 
referred to the episode of the night under the trees 
by the lake. And when the moment Cjauie for 
Marion Curtis-to leave there was nothing in her 
manner, except in the nilent pressure of her hand, 
that conveyed any hint .whatever that she remem¬ 
bered. But in the moment while she lingered, her 
h^d^clasped firmly in his, Kirk called himself 
suddenly to account. He glanced quickly at Jule 
Allcir 'who stood waiting some distance away, then 
looked steadily into Marion’s eyes. 

“We have had;a very pleasant as well as very 
bu^y time'of it,’,^;he said slowly. “I regret just 
one thing,” ’ ? 

“And that?” she asked, 

“That I forgot myself.” 

Her face was very serious for a moment. “I 
don’t want you to regret it,”' she replied and 
pressed his hand firmly again before she turned 
away. 

Kirk watched them until they had passed from 
sight. Then he went to work. 

For two weeks he strove practically night and 
day to accomplish the task that Marion Curtis 
had set. Dags had returned at the end of a week 
with a dozen men and'a-couple of teams of horses 
to assist in moving the equipment. A lucky drop 
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in the temperature gave tliem a few days more 
than they had expected and ultimately proved to 
be the deciding factor in their undertaking. 

“Thank God for those three cold days, Dagsie,” 
Kirk commented when the work was completed. 
“We’d never have done it if the break-up had 
come on time.” 

“Thank God if you like,” Dags muttered, “and 
if you have any influence there get an option on 
His services for at least six months. You’re goin’^.^ 
to need Him bad. ” 

And Dags spoke more truly than he knew. Pax¬ 
ton was content to allow Kirk to go ahead without 
obstructing him in any way. In the first place he 
had very little' confidence in Kirk’s ability to get 
the materials'moved and ready to be put in place 
before the winter broke up. With his eye on the 
weather he cursed the three days that gave Kirk 
cause for rejoicing. But his plans were founded 
upon something deeper and more substantial than 
the accidents of weather. Day after day he spent 
in quiet conference with his banker and his law¬ 
yer. Twice he made hurried trips to Winnipeg 
and lunched with men of political influence, or 
called his clients together while they discussed 
the most effective i^eans of obstructing Henry 
Tyne’s efforts. And on each occasion he returned 
to The Pas beaming with confidence. Generally ; 
speaking, things were going very well for Warren 
K. Paxton. 

For two weeks tlje. prospect of a railway being 
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built from The P&Ssto the mines had occupied his 
attention almost to the exclusion of everything 
else. Taking his cue from conversations he had 
had privately with railroad officials and others, 
he had sketched roughly the route which the road 
would probably take. Through a country that wa.s 
a veritable network of rivers and lakes the prob-, 
lem of building a railway became largely one of 
avoiding bodies of water too large to cross. A few 
minutes’ study of the map that hung in Paxton’s 
office made it clear that whatever the exact route 
of the new railway would be, at one point, at least, 
there w^ould be no choice of route. Between the 
Burntwood system of waterways sloping towards 
the north and the Saskatchewan system draining 
towards the south there lay, at one point, only a 
narrow strip of dry ground, scarcely more than a 
mile in width. To the north of the portage lay 
Cranberry Lake and to the south Lake Athapa- 
puskow; the railway would have to foUow the ^i^r- 
row height of land between them. Whetl^ that, 
narrow gateway to the mines should^be opened' or 
closed depended now upon Paxton’s wishes in the 
matter, i The ground was his and he would have 
to ^l^e sra^ht-onl-ancL. bargained with before any 
right-of/way privileges were granted, ^he^deeds 
- showing the transfer ^f the claims covering the 
height of land were even now swure in the tight 
"little safe that occupied one comer of his office. 
All he had to do was wait. In fact Paxton believed 
hi w,#iiting for anything he wanted. He prided 
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having a little more endurance than 
most iBa€aL;..his__experience in the business world 
had gone far towaTds-juatifying the pride he felt. 

Paxton sat with his feet perched on one corner 
of his desk and looked from- his office window. 
Fully a month had passed since the visit of Marion. 
Curtis and now, with the spring opening and the 
summer before him, he was calculating to himself 
just how long it Would take for old Henry Tyne 
to reach the end of his resources and accept de¬ 
feat. He knew what the extent of those resources 
was. He had worked out to his own satisfaction 
just how far they would go. Hd was satisfied that 
long before the end of. September, the date that 
marked the expiration of Tyne’s optibn on the 
Micmac, more capital would be needed or the de¬ 
velopment of the property would have to cease. 
And he knew, moreover, that Tyne’s only hope of 
raising more capital lay in the development of the 
-property itself during the next three months. If 
“ tests they were to make showed\rich bodies of 
ore, Tyne would have little difficulty. If the mine- 
yiejded ore of only a fair grade, the Micmac would 
have another failure to its credit. Everything, 
therefore, depended upon the energy with which 
Henry Tyne pushed his development work. b 

As for John Allen, he was beaten before he 
started. The only thing Paxton feared was how,, 
the old fellow would dispose of the. White Squaw 
after all his money had been spent. But that 
mattered very little, after all, so long as Henry 
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Tyne was forced to quit the game. John Allen, 
spiteful old fool thou^ he was, had more sense 
th^in to attempt doing business with Henry . Tyne 
until the latter had proven his ability to go' ahead 
with the task he had undertaken. 

The community, generally speaking, did not like 
Henry Tyne. Paxton had seen to that. Evto 
their liking for Kirk Brander had paled somewhat 
because of his friendship for the fur-thief. Tuck 
Roberts. And Paxton had lost no opportunity to 
play upon the ^timent. Just now, as he sat look¬ 
ing from his Mndow, he was awaiting the final 
word on Tuck’s case. Tuck had asked for a speedy 
trial and the judge had taken an extra day to con¬ 
sider the evidence. Paxton had capitalized Tuck’s 
misfortune and earnestly prayed for a conviction. 
His only fear was that Kirk Brander might, come 
upon the scene before the case was settled and in¬ 
troduce ah element of delay. But the few days 
of cold weather that had meant much to Kirk 
in his -vVork at the mines had also delayed his 
coming to The Pas. 

From^where Paxton sat he could See the gleam 
. of the water in the flats where the Saskatchewan 
had ovmflowed. The river was clear of ice except 
alon^l^' shores where the great blocks had been 

g ^hed up into jvhite, glistening heaps that la^ 
elting in the warm sun. Patton knew that Kirl^ 
Brander would be on the groun^„in a couple of 
days at most. « . 
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“Let him come—we’re all set,” he said to huji- 
self. 

And yet he knew what Kirk’s coming would 
mean, and he could not help feeling .the suspense a 
little. 

The outside door opened and he swung round 
in his chair to meet Phil Roche who was entering 
-Avith Joe Bedard. The. expression on Phil’s face 
caused Paxton to sit up suddenly and take his pipe 
from his mouth; 

“Any hews?’^ he asked abruptly. 

“It’s all over,” Roche announced coldly, 
“ They let him off, ” 

“Hell!” Paxton exploded. “Let him off!” 


“Yep.” 

Roche nodded his head slowly and began to roll 
a cigarette. \ 

“On that evidence!” Paxton mused, 

“The girl did it. She’s some little witness, I’ll 
say, ” Rocheljontinned, half to himself. ‘ ‘If I ever 
get in wrong with Canadian law, Ood send me' 
along a girl that ’ll love me enohgh to look a judge 
jn the eye. and produce an alibi that would tdo ^ 
credit to Judas Iscariot.” 

For a long time Paxton sat without spewing. 
Then he got-up and wftlked to the other side of the 
office. 

“Were there many out to hear the decision?” 
he asked. 

“The room was full,” 

'“Ho-^’d they take it?” 
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Roche shrugged his shoulders. “Just took it— 
that’s all. They know Tuck Roberts stole the furs. 
The judge knows it, if he’d just come down to it. ’ ’ 

“What do you mean—the judge knows itf” 
Paxton asked, and he stopped on his way to the 
window to look at Roche. 

“He said he couldn’t convict the prisoner on the 
evidence but everybody who heard it knows what 
he thinks about it himself.” .. 

Let’s go up and see Cavanagh,” Paxton said 
suddjaly taking his coat and leading the way to 
the Mot. 

Five minutes later they were in Cavanagh’s 
office. Paxton and Roche took chairs facing Ca¬ 
vanagh while Joe^edard who had come along at 
Roche’s suggestion stood by the door, cap in hand, 
looking a little uncomfortable and out? of place in 
the constable’s office. 

Paxton threw hiS coat open brusquely and laid 
his hand heavily on the desk in front of Cavanagh. 

“fiat’s wrong with law and authority ih this 
place, Cavanagh!” he asked bluntly. 

Cavanagh’s face bore an expression of mingled 
disappointment and humor. 

“I’d like to have someone answer the same 


question for me,” he said, smiling. ° 1 

“I thought you had the evidence to convict this 
inan,” Paxton continued. J 

Cavanagh turned in his chair and looked^om 
his window. > ' / 

“I can’t understand why you seem to\be so 
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anxious^ to have Tuck Eoberts sent down,” he 
remarked drily, 

Paxton drew an impatient breath. 

“Tuck Eoberts is no concern of mine,” he snap¬ 
ped. “It would be all the the same to me whether 
it was Tuck'Eoberts or Phil Eoche. But the se¬ 
curity of property and the rights of citizens in this 
community is my concern. And when a thief is at 
large in the community it is my concern.” 

“It’s always better to prove that a man is a 
thief before you call him ♦one,” Cavanagh re¬ 
marked casually, 

“Didn’t you have the proof ?” 

“I thought so—^never was more sure of it in my 
life, in fact.” 

“What’s the matter, then?” 

^Cavanagh smiled. “The judge didn’t think so.’’’ 

“Does he think Eoberts is innocent?” 

Cavanagh turned to Paxton and looked at him 
for a moment without speaking, 

“It would be easy to speak unwisely, Paxton,” 
he said, carefully measuring his ’W»Jrds as hf spoke, 
“I am going to take you a little into my confidence 
knowing you won’t make any wrong use of what 
I itell you, Eoberts stole those furs—everybody 
knows it. You can’t conyict a man because you 
think he’s guilty. The evidence must show it. I 
thought the evidence was sound enough—and it 
was until Euth Mackay took a hand in it,” 

.“•There’s something radically wrong with the 
system or a girl’s evidence wouldn’t turn a man 

(U). 
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loose on the country when everyone knows he’s a 
thief.” 

Cavanagh didn’t show any resentment at Pax¬ 
ton’s remark. He turned about again in his chair 
and looked out the window. 

“The system is about as good as we can make 
it, Paxton,” he remarked quietly. “We’re just 
human beings, after all. - If you think someone 
else could do the work here better than I am doing 
it, there is a way to go about getting a change— 
and I won’t block you. But while I’m in this office 
I ’m^going to take my orders from higher up. ’ ’ 

'Phil Eoche had sat without speaking through¬ 
out the conversation between Paxton and Cav- 
aimgh. Once or twice he dropped a quiet word to 
joe Bedard whos, stood satisfying a morbid curi¬ 
osity by examining a group of small posters on the 
wall. The fact of so many criminals being at large 
in spite of the rewards which were offered for 
their capture held a new fascination for Joe and 
he laboriously spelled out what he.could of the 
descriptive details and scrutinized the portraits 
as closely as if he had been looking for a lost 
brother. 

Paxton got up from his chair, drew his coat 
about him and turned towards the door. 

“No one wants you out, Cavanagh,” he said in 
an effort to end the conversation |)leasantly. “But 
it does get under a man’s hide a bit when the 
authorities slip a cog. It gives private citizens 
just that much more to lie awake over—and God 
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ows we have enough to think about these days,” 
Cavanagh remained seated. Phil Roche stepped 
for a moment to the side of Joe Bedard, where the 
two began talking quietly in undertones while 
Paxton and Cavanagh were bringing their dis¬ 
cussion to a close. ^ , 

“As for that,” Cavanagh was saying, “it might 
be better not only for Tuck Roberts but for some 
of his friends as well if he had been sent down for 
ten years. He’s going to be under suspicion from 
this time on and we’re going to watch him.” 

“And his friends!” Paxton suggested. 

“Well, when a man is uimer suspicion his 
friends naturally come in for their share of it.” 

Neither of them saw Joe Bedard put his finger, 
on one of the pictures on the wall and smile darkly 
as he drew Phil Roche’s attention to it. They 
were too tetent upon their own conversation to 
notice the question in Phil’s face as he looked 
closely at the picture and then at Joe’s face. 

Joe Bedard did not.turn his eyes to Phil. His 
face wore still the dark slow smile and he grunted 
rather thSn spoke the words that were the ahswer 
to Phil Roche’s questioning look—‘ ‘ That’s Tuck. ’ ’ 
Phil stepped back and then looked more closely 
at the picture. Only after he had studied it for a 
full minute did the features begin to take on some¬ 
thing familiar. He was on the point of speaking 
to Cavanagh hut his own uncertainty made him 
hesitate. The next moment Paxton was bidding 
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Cavanagh good-bye'&hd the three left the office 
and went into the street. 

“WeVe got these fellows where we want them, 
Phil,’’ Paxton said as they walked down the street 
together. “I’m glad Eoberts^^wasn’t sent down. 
He’ll be a good man to keep round, Brander’ll 
Avish he could send Eoberts down himself to get 
him out of the way. They’re discredited here right 
now and—we’U keep ’em there!” 

He struck his fist into his hand to emphasize his 
point. Eoche’s mind was so busy with a new in¬ 
terest, however, that-he scarcely heard Paxton’s 
words. He was impatient to be alone with Joe 
Bedard for a few moments in order to question the 
half-breed and search his convections. 

Ten minutes later they left/Paxton and Eoche 
came at once to the question that was in his mind. 

“Do you think that’s Tuck’s^icture, JoeT” he 
asked, 

Joe Bedard merely smiled in reply. 

Eoche grew suddenly impatient -with the half- 
breed’s non-oommimicative manner, “Hell, man, 
what makes you think so!” he snapped. 

“Huh!” Joe grunted, the smile never leaving 
his face. “I know.” 

For a minute or Eoche did not speak. Then 
he laid & hand oh Joe Bedard’s arm. 

“Keep this dark, Joe,” he warned. 

.“Huh!” the half-breed grunted, smiling still. 



teHAPTEE XV. 


L ate m the evening of the third day follow¬ 
ing Paxton's conversation with Cavanagh, 
Kirk Brander arrived in iis canoe with old 
njan Bags. For Paxton the three days had been 
filled with effort that gave pioraise of glorious 
success. Already Tuck Bob^ts was practically 
outlawed in the community/and public opinion 
with regard to Kirk Brander |svaaj 9 «»j?ly awaiting 
his coming and some announcement of disposition 
before it should crystallize either in his favor or 
against him. In fact Kirk’s rate at the hands of 
the community gossips had practically ^een set¬ 
tled already—and for two reasons. In the first 
place it was generally conceded that he would 
stand by Tuck Roberts. He was that kind of a 
man. In addition to that fact] Paxton had made 
use of every moment of those ihree days to dis¬ 
credit not only Kirk Brander mmself, the bosom 
friend of a fur-thief, but HenryjTyne and Marion 
Curtis who were miknown except for their re- • 
ported connection with the new development of the 
Micmae. Two companies having already failed in 
their attempts to make the big n^e pay, there was 
a general feeling that another such failure trould 
have a disastipus effect upon me whole district. 

tS9 / 
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And Paxtpn spared no pains to make it clear that 
a third failure was precisely what they might all 
look'forward to if Henry Tyne should go on with 
the work. 

It was, consequently, a very different town that ^ 
Kirk Brander came hack to after his absence of 
about a month. He sensed the difference first 
when, within fifteen minutes after his arrival with 
Dags, he entered Wu Long’s place in search of 
something to eat. It was already quite dark and 
he had come down the street mthout having been 
noticed by anyone. When he threw open the door 
of the Northern Lights and stepped into the room 
he saw several of his friends and called out a 
general greeting. 

“Howdy!” he sang out as he stood and glanced 
round the room. • 

A half dozen games of cards were in progress 
and three or four small groups stood about or 
lounged round on chairs tilted back against the 
wall. There was a general stir at the sound of his 
voice and he shook hands with two or three who 
stood nearest the door. Wu Long \va8 there with 
his smile and hobbled across to exchange greet¬ 
ings with Kirk, after which he hurried away to fill 
the order Kirk gave him for himself and Dags. 

It was not until they had got well under way 
with their meal that Ki^ found time to inquire * 
concerning Tuck He was about j;o ask 

the news of some wto Vere sitting at a game of 
cards round the table immecBately behind him, 
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but even as he was on the point of framing the 
question a strange feeling came over him. He 
realized in a vague, indefinite way that these men 
whom he had counted among his friends were dif- 
• ferent from the friends of a month or' so before. 
They had done nothing, had said nothing to make 
him uncomfortable and yet—^he was uncomfort¬ 
able just the same. There had been a certain re¬ 
straint in their maimer,-43iey showed it even now 
in the apparent lack of enthusiasm for the games 
they were playing. And Kirk, with his question in 
mind, wondered if by any possible chance Tuck 
Edberts had been sent down and they were keep¬ 
ing the news from him, knowing how it would 
hurt. The thought disturbed him deeply, chilled 
hiin'^ialmost, for the thought of Tuck’s being 
adtually guilty in spite of what he had said, not 
only tb himself but to Ruth Mackay, was far more 
than he had counted on. 

In the moment while he hesitated the door openr 
ed and Warren Paxton entered. He stepped 
briskly through the room looking apparently for 
a table. When his eyes encountered those of Blirk 
Brander his thin veneer of smile spread over his 
face and he came forward to the place opposite 
Kirk and Hags. It was practically the only 
vacant place in the room and Paxton sat 
down with an air of accepting the inevitable that 
showed through the smile in spite of himself. 

Though he did not offer to shake hands with 
either Kirk or Dags he was evidently determined 
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to make their meeting as pleasant as possible at 
any rate. 

f*‘Bhck again, eh?” he said in his best manner 
As'tfe drew his chair close, “How’s the big work 
going?” 

In Kirk’s heart there was no real resentment 
towards Paxton. He regard^ him simply as an 
antagonist in a fair fight where victory would go 
to the man who planned the more wisely, worked 
the harder, and proved himself the more resource¬ 
ful. That Paxton had spoken unpleasantly to him 
on a couple of occasions did not disturb him in the 
least. Loud words and warnings of the kind that 
Paxton had used in talking to Kirk belonged, after" 
all, to certain men’s methods of doing business. 
Above all he harbored no grudge. .And in the end, 
if Paxton succeeded in driving them from the field, 
Kirk Brander would be the first , to congratulate 
him. He met Paxton’s questions frankly, theye- 
fore, and his voice was pleasant as he spoke. 

‘ ‘ Gning fine, ” he replied with enthusiasm. ‘ ‘ In 
six months it’s going to be the most talked-of mine, 
in Canada. In a year and a half we’ll have a rail¬ 
road and a smelter. In two years we’ll have a 
town with electric lights and movies and five 
thousand people,” 

Paxton’s smile widened as Kirk spoke. “You 
sure are some dreamer, Brander, ’ ’ he replied. ‘ ‘ I 
could almost feel sorry for you if my time wasn’t 
spent trying to break you. ’ ’ 

Kirk laughed aloud. ' 
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“Keep talking like that,” Kirk said, “I like it. 
So long as we can get it out of our systems like 
this there won’t be any hard feelings. By the way,, 
what’s the latest word about Tuckf” i 

The question hit Paxton rather suddenly. The 
smile vanished from his face and his manner be¬ 
came at once more eautious and deliberate. 

“You haven’t heard!’’ he asked. 

“Just got in about fifteen minutes ago.” 

“They let him offl” 

Kirk put down his knife and fork and seized 
Dags by the shoulders so violently that the latter 
almost choked on something he was in the act of 
swallawing. 

“Dagsie, Tuck’s off 1” he almost shpufed. 

/‘Do that again,” Dags remarked ;^eji.he had 
recovered his voice, “and I’ll have him' pinched 
and sent down.” < k 

“You didn’t expect hiin to be convicted!’f.Pax-| 
tonnsked with a sly upward look across the 
at mik. 

“I knew he didn’t take that fur—^he’s not that 
kind of a man,” Kirk replied with directness. 
“But you n^Jer can tell what a lawyer will prove 
or what a judge will think.” 

“And you never can tell what others will think, 
either,” Paxton remarked very casually. 

Kirk gave no heed to Paxton’s words. Hejvas 
busy with his own thoughts. “I’ll have to find 
!^ck and give him my blessing,” he observed as 
if he were talking to himself. 
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“He’ll likely drop in here befote we’re 
through,” Hags suggested, a little unwilling that 
his first hour in town should be ruffled by any un¬ 
necessary excitement. 

“He may,” Paxton commented, “but the fact 
is he hasn’t been round much since the first day 
he came out.’’ 

“Not even for a celebration?” Kirk enquired. 

“ Celebration? There wasn’t any. A man can’t 
hold,a celebration by himself. ’ ’ 

Kirk looked up quickly. Paxton’s face was 
lowered, his eyes fixed on the food before him. 

“There’s something not just right about this, 
Paxton,” Kirk said with a directness that caused 
Dags to turn and look at him and then nudge him^ 
with his knee. 

“Don’t nudge me, Dagsie,” Kirk conunanded 
abruptly. “ I’m not seeking advice now. I’m try¬ 
ing to get clear on some things that are beginning 
to worry me some. ’ ’ 

He turned again to Paxton. * 

“You said Tuck Roberts was let off, didn’t 
you?”' 

“Yes.” 

“The judge let him off—clear?” 

‘ ‘ Sure—found him not guilty. ’ ’ 

Kirk thought a moment with his eyes still on 
Paxton. T’. ' " 

“Then what’s wrong? Why isn’t he round the 
same as always? Why can’t he find someone to 
celebrate? What’s wrong?” 
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Kirk’s voice had risen slightly as he spoke and 
a number of those who were near him turned their 
attention to the conversation between him and 
Paxton. 

“What’s wrong?” Kirk repeated. 

“Ask them!” Paxton replied, waving his hand 

towards the men. .- 

“I’m asking you.” 

Paxton’s anger got the "better of'him. “You 
can’t badger me, young feUow,” he said, sitting 
up and looking across the table at l^rk. 5 ;^Every¬ 
body in this town, including Tuck.Ubberfc^ him¬ 
self, knows who took those furs and ^ it hadn’t 
been for his little half-breed wench he’d be"doing 
time right now.” ' - 

Kirk battled against the impulses that were ris¬ 
ing within him. He got up from his chair and 
stooping above Paxton with his hands on the table, 
spoke in a voice that forced itself from between 
clenched t^eth. - 

“Paxton, yfou ought to know better than^ take 
refuge behihd your years. If you were^Wteen 
years younger I’d m^^ you eat:’those words be¬ 
fore you left this room. Get up! ” ' \ 

Paxton did' not move. With a sudden sweep of 
his hand Kirk thrgw the table back, against the 
wall and bent a^d^ Paxton gripping him by the 
collar of his coat. , ' 

‘ ‘ Get up, damn you! ” he said and pulled Paxton 
to his feet. 
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“Take your hands of me or I’ll have you ar- , 
rested,’’ Paxton roared. 

“■^Elirk gave ho heed to the wanting, however. 
Pushing, Paxton before him', he-made for the door 
and opening it with one'hand, shoved him out into 
the street. ICirk stood a moment in the doorway 
listening to Paxton’s muttered curses. Someone 
came out with fhe latter’s hat and coat, and Kirk, 
turning back, closed the door behind him and. 
faced the men in the room. , • 

“If anyone has anything to say about this,” he 
said, and.his voice was.steady as he spoke, “get 
it oft your chest now. Tuck Roberts is my friend 

-rso is Ruth Mackay. Now, then!” 

He waited a moment but no one spoke. 

“Your coffee’s gettin’ cold, Kirk,” Dags an¬ 
nounced flatly from his place at the table which 
he-had restored to its position during the excite¬ 
ment. ‘ ‘ 

The door opened behind Kirk suddenly and 
Tuck Roberts entered. Kirk glanced round, then, 
leaped to his feet. 

“Tuck, you old siwash!” Kirk'cried'and threw 
his a^s, about himr • , , 

And gradually, while the two sat down at the 
table and talked over the events of the past three" ^ 
.pr four weeks, the men in the room laid down their 
cards, got up ^om the tables and went out,. 

During the days thait immediately .followed, 

. Kirk had ample opportunity to observe Paxton’s-' 
' methods at first hand. The fact that on the day 
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after'his altercation with Paxton he was called 
before the local magistrate and made to pay a fine 
for assaulting him only added to the humor of the 
• situation as Kirk saw it. There was something 
ludicrous about a man using a police magistrate to 
fight his battles for hirmima country wh^re magis¬ 
trates at best seemed out of place. He paid his 
fine, accordingly,* and proceeded forthwith to • 
make a joke of it. Paxton, on the other hand, in¬ 
sisted on taking the matter quite seriously and- 
turning it to account in hi? efforts to discredit , ; 

Kirk and go as far as possible towards outlawing 
him in the community. 

It was not long before Kirk realized .precisely 
w’hat his position was-. He^suffered no ostracism' 
in a personal way; he went everyw^herb and was 
received- -with the. same heartiness as ever;' But ^ 
wlien he opened a small office ^nd set about the 
main purpose of his visit to The Pas-^that of hir¬ 
ing a gang of men to take with him to* the mine on 
the first regular trip of the boat to Sturgeon Land¬ 
ing—^he fbund^eTferywhere a lack of confidence 
that was maddening. For five years his Vord had 
been as good as his oath to these mwi.- It was $, 
new and very disturbing experience to find them ' 
ready ,te question him'.closely on every statement 
"he niade. In the end. the. majority of them ap- 
noT|pc6d simply that they had decided to join 
,.^Pl&ton’s,gahg. * 1.' - ; . 

Aft^^ee days of disappointment and partial 
‘f§ilure^irk saw that other tactics would have to 
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be employed if be was to have his gang ready and 
his full equipment together in time for the first 
boat. He called Dags and Tuck Roberts and to¬ 
gether they went over the situation' To Tuck he 
assigned the task of letting the contract for feed¬ 
ing the men and arranging all details connected } 
with it. Dags’ practical experience in camp life' 
and his good judgment prompted Bark to make 
him responsible for getting the camp equipment 
together and ready for shipping by boat and, be¬ 
yond Sturgeon Landing, by freight canoe. Kdrk 
continued to struggle with the problem of getting 
competent men to assist in the work of sinking the 
shafts. Henry Tyne,had let the contract for this 
part of the work and the foreman with a dozen, 
men he had brought with him from Winnipeg 
were already at The 'Pas, awaiting the time for • 
their departure for the mines. At least twenty 
additional men would be required to get the work 
properly under way and these had to be found in 
The Pas or brought in from the outside. ^ 

In spite of Paxton’s opposition, and in spite of 
hours, of disappointhaent, Klirk’s good nature and 
th^ genuine esteem in which he was held in the 
place made fair progress against all odds. Within 
three days of the sailing the foreman and Kirk 
went over their notes together. With ordinary ^ 
good luck they would be ready when the time came' 
for the boat to leave. Kirk’s one anxiety was 
concermng the work he had set Dags to do. Some¬ 
thing had gone wrong there. The camp equipment 
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which Dags was to get together was not nearly 
ready and during the past two days Kirk had seen 
very little of the old fellow. After two hours of 
searching, he finally found Dags drunk as a lord 
in a room in the hotel. Kirk went immediately 
for' Tuck and returning a few minutes later got 
Dags out of the room and finally into Kirk’s small 
office. For a half hour the^ questioned Dags with 
regard to where he had got his whiskey but the 
old man was too fa^ gone to give any information 
that Would either confirm Kirk’s suspicions or 
allay them. Both Tuck and Bark, however, were 
satisfied that Dags’ condition was Paxton’s work. 
There was nothing to do but to relieve Dags of his 
task and divide his work between them. 

When monpng dawned ondhe day the boat was 
to sail Kirk and Tuck were in high spirits. Practi¬ 
cally the last detail in their preparations had been 
attended to and little was left to be done except 
getting the men together at the wharf in time jto 
take the boat./ 

At four o’clock iuHhe afternoon, just three 
hours before the boat was to leave the dock, 
Cavanagh came to Kii^ where he was superin¬ 
tending the loading of his equipment. ■ 

“You’d better get your> men together, 
Brander,’’ he advised quietly, “and get them on 
board. ’ ’ • 

Bark looked at him in surprise. There was some¬ 
thing significant in Cavanagh’s manner. The con¬ 
stable read the question in Kirk’s eyes. 
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“There’s a little party working np and it’ll be 
harder to get them away if you leave it any 
longer,” he explained. 

Calling Tuck, Kirk explained briefly what Cav- 
anagh had said and the two left the docka im¬ 
mediately for up town. In the main street Kirk 
thought he sensed a feeling of rising excitement, 
an air of expectancy and suspense. In half an 
hour, with Tuck’s help, he got together about half 
his men. Inquiries' concerning the others led 
finally to the information that they had fore¬ 
gathered earlier in the afternoon in a shack on a 
side street, bent upon celebrating their last day 
in town. Kirk sent his men down to the boat with 
Tuck while he went off up the street, determined 
upon getting near enough to his men to size up the 
problem intelligently and decide upon some course 
of action. 

When he opened the door of the shack without 
ceremony and stepped inside, his unexpected ap¬ 
pearance brought a momentary silence upon the 
group. Half of them were already so intoxicated 
that they seemed scarcely aware of his presence. 
More than half the men in the shack were from 
Paxton’s gang. Tlmt the problem was of Paxton’s 
making there was'no doubt in Kirk’s mind. He 
controlled his first impulse which was to tear into 
the crowd single-handed and bring the celebration 
abruptly to a close.. 

Without speaking he turned and went out of the 
shack. Someone closed the door behind h im as he 
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stepped into the street. Hurrying to the dock he 
got Tuck and ordered his men to follow. In fifteen 
minutes they were before the shack and Kirk put 
his hand to the latch to open the door. This time, 
however, the door did not yield and knocking loud¬ 
ly he called for admittance. The noise-within died 
do-wn somewhat at the sound o| his voice but al¬ 
most imntediately the din increase. ‘ Kirk repeat¬ 
ed his summbns and waited a moment to give them 
an opportunity to r'eply- When no response came 
he stepped back a few feet and leaping forward 
threvrhis whole weight,against the door, Tim door 
gave slightly before him and one of the^hinges 
sn^p^. A second time he flung himself against 
It. The-door^ew back suddenly and dangled from 
0 ^ hm^^ainst the wall. Kirk stepped into the 
room followed by Tuck and a half dozen of his 
menX 

out of here!” he commanded seizing one 
of his men by the shoulder and turning him to¬ 
wards the 4por. 

The fellow went willingly enough and was taken 
charge of by Kirk^s men outside. But Kirk’s act 
was taken as a signal for .resistance on the pai^ of 
the.others, especially those who.,were of Paxton’s 
gang. . At a cry of warning from Tuck Kobertsj 
Kirk turned in time to see one of the latter raising 
an empty bottle. It was no mere threat ; in an- 
otlier instant the bottle would have come hurling 
towards him. -But Kirk was beside his assailant 
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\vith a leap and a blow that sent him sprawling 
against the wall. 

At once the fight became general with Kirk and 
Tuck and their half dozen men in the thick of it. A 
table that stood agains^thuwall crashed to the 
floor under the weightfM two lurching assailants. 
But in little more thhn five minutes it was aU over. 
Kirk’s men, drunken and protesting but consider¬ 
ably sobered as a result of the melee, were aU out 
side the shack and were being hustled off to the 
boat by the men whom Kirk had brought, along 
with him. 


Kirk stood a moment in the open doorway ^d 
looked back at the men who were still in the shack. 
There was no move on the part of any of them to 
continue the struggle and Kirk waited long enough 
to give his men a chance to get safely oat of the 
way. Then he drew the rickety* door interlace, 
fastened it as well as he could from the :ji^tside' 
and hurried away. / 

When he was half w^ay doym the street a shout 
came to him fronr, the dii^ection of the docks. 
Sensing more troubl^, to which the few minutes 
in the shack had been merely a curtain-raiser, 
Kirk quickened his pace to a run until he rounded 
the comer of the street Reading to the dock. What 
he saw more than justified his fears. Thirty or 
forty men were engagedXin a rough-and-tumble 
battle close to the doek^ where the boat was 
moored. A little way back from the scene of the 
struggle a crowd ^f spectators looked on, their 
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ntunbers being added to as others came hurrying 
from all dirbctions. / 

For a moment only Kirk stood watching the 
fight from a distance. He could distinguish some 
of his own men snfiiciently clearly to realize that 
they were grappling with men from Paxton’s.out¬ 
fit. It was a gang fight, one gang fighting to keep 
the other from boarding the boat before it left the 
dock. The caj tain and his boat hands looked on 
from the railii g of the upper deck, smoking their 
pipies and evidently enjoying the action keenly, 
Kirk looked q lickly about to see if Cavanagh or 
Keene were o|a hand hut they were nowhere in 
evidence. If |they would only stay in the back¬ 
ground until the affair was settled, Kirk thought, 
so nauch the better. 

Someone bimshed past him roughly as he was 
about to sfet for the scene of the fight. Old Dags, 
sober enough'now, was making for the docks as 
fast as his legs could carry him. 

‘ ‘ Come on, Kirk, ’ ’ he shouted. ‘ ‘ Let’s give ’em 
hell.1” 

Kirk could not help smiling at the old inan’s 
eagerness and followed him into the thick of the 
^figdit- For a few minutes there was little to the 
i^truggle except indiscriminate whacking and 
p^chihg and mauling, in which feet as well as 
ht^s were brought freely into play. Once or 
twi^^^rk caught sight of^Tuck Boberts who, hat 
off and shirt sleeves in ribbons, was plur^ng in 
recklessly and apparently enjoying the time of his' 
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young life. Dags had disappeared from sight com¬ 
pletely. But Kirk was looking for someone else. 
He knew that somewhere in the tumbling, striking 
mass Phil Boche was probably giving a willing 
hand to the support of Paxton’s crew. When he 
finally caught sight of him, Boche was standing on 
the far side of the crowd near the edge of the dock, 
his hack to the river, leisurely smoking a cigarette 
and assuming the role of a mere spectator. Be¬ 
side^ him was Warren Paxtoh iimself, smoking 
his cigar and apparently enjoying the action as 
much as anyone though he had not soiled his 
clothes hy taking any active part in it. = 

The sight of the two standing apart from the 
fight that they were undoubtedly responsible for 
maddened Kirk beyond expression. To reach them 
he would have to fight his way through the mass. 
In a moment he had plunged in. Bight and left he ^ 
struck,' smashing his way through and leaving any 
who attempted to bar^is progress-stretched on 
the ground before he turned to the next. The re¬ 
sult of his entering the fight was noticeable at 
once. Everywhere his men were i^ow sweeping 
forward towards the boat, breaking down opposi¬ 
tion with a movement that quickly gathered speed 
and in another minute the struggle would have 
been over: ' " 

^ But catching sight of Kirk in the centre of the 
crowd and realizing that;affairs were taking an 
unfavorable turn, Boche'^^tepped in, seized a 
couple oPhis men who were being driven back to- 
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wards the dock, threw them hack into the fight 
and then plunged towards Kirk. They were sev¬ 
eral yards apart and every foot of the distance 
that separated them would have to b.e^^^^ght over 
before they came within reach of each other. 

Almost at the same moment that Roche entered 
the fight, Dags, dishevelled, battered-looking but 
still fierce, emerged from the crowd nnd con¬ 
fronted Paxton. A few words passed between 
them while Dags waited to give him time to de¬ 
fend himself. Paxton looked scornfully a moment 
at the old fellow but when Dags stepped suddenly 
toyrards him, his expression changed. Realizing 
that he was going to be forced to take a hand in 
the fight, Paxton stepped back quickly and seized 
0 . heavy stjcfe'that lay on thefdoek at his feet. Dags 
was upon him in a moment. Though Paxton raised 
the.club and brought it down again as quickly and 
as/savagely as he could, Dags was too quick for 
him. Dropping the stick at the same moment that 
Dags, having crouched suddenly to avoid the blow, 
seized him round the knees, Paxton began pawing 
with his hands in a futile effort to get a hold that 
would give him at least a fair chance of defending 
himself. Dags losi no time, however, in following 
up his advantage. For a moment br two he tu^^ed 
and lifted with all the strength at his.nbmmand. 
Then straightening suddenly he struck out almost 
at once with both hands. When Paxton stepped 
back from the force of the blows he tottered on the 
edge of the dock. But Dags wms in a fight—a 
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fight, moreover, in which his opponent had at¬ 
tacked him with a club heavy enough to have 
broken his head Ifed the blow landed. With an 
oath that seemed bitten off between clenched teeth 
he sprang once more at Paxton, Realizing the 
hopelessness of his position Paxton turned away 
slightly to avoid the blow, coUapseff and went over 
the edge of the dock, -JDags did not pause long, 
enough even to hear the splash, to , say nothing of 
the sputtering that followed. Leaving Paxton to 
his own resources-and to the tender mercies of a 
couple of spectators who came up to offer their 
aid, he turned back again into the crowd. 

By this time the fight had passed the critical 
stage. Everywhere Paxton^s men had been beat¬ 
en back and half of Kirk’s'men were already on 
board. In the space that had thus been cleared 
of men. Bark and Phil Rgche were pitted against 
each other in a fight that was more 'furious than 
anything that' day. A ring of spectators had 
closed in about the pair, divided in their sympa¬ 
thies, but cheering apd calling incessantly as the 
two men threw cauti(^ii to the winds in their desire 
to end matters as quickly as possible. 

Suddenly there was a flurry on th,e outside of 
the crowd. The ra^s of the spectators broke and 
gave way before Cava^gh^and l^ene who with a 
half dozen moun^es and deputies. pushed their 
way through and surrounding the two men, tore 
them apart. • , .. 
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‘ ‘ Quit it, boys I ’ ’ CavaDagh said quietly. ‘ ‘ Quit 
it, now, and lay off this stuff I ” 

The deputies dispersed the cpdwd"^d in less 
' than a minute ISWe^was on his way 40 the boat 
with Cavahagh while Eoche wak being led away by 
Keene and a couple of his men. 

“Come on. Kart” Tuck called as Kirk stepii^ 
up the gang-plank. ‘ ‘ Some little party, eh ? ” 

Kirk grinned. “Oh, boy I” he said, and the 
two shook hands. 

‘ But did you see Dags ? ’ ’ asked Tuck. 

‘ ‘^Dags f No, what-’ ’ 

For answer Tuck laughed and turned Kirk 
about for a look at Paxton where he was walking 
aw^y dripping from the plunge he had taken off 
the dock. While they laughed together at Paxton 
Dags came to them, his face marked and his eyes 
staring from excitement. . ' ■ 

j “Dagsie, old boy, put it there!” Kirk cri^ giv- 
yuig the old fellow his hand. “But believe ihej 
COags, you-’ve started something.” 

Half an hour later the boat left its moorings 
and moved leisurely into the current of the Sas¬ 
katchewan. ’ • • V ' 


CHAPTER XVI. . , 

W ITHIN a week after Kirk and his:men 
arrived at the Miemaci Paxton, ac- 
coiripanted by Phil Roche and about 
twenty men arrived on the Ripple Creek pro¬ 
perty and began work. Old John Mackay had 
come from The, Pas and had quietly gone to live 
in his cabin about a quarter of a mile from Kirk’s 
camp where he could watch"-the work going on 
from a comfortable distance and not seem in any 
way,to be interfering. For the old prospector 
had grown very anxious of late over the future 
of his mine, had seen two attempts to de¬ 
velop his property end in failure and realized 
fully. wh,at the significance of d third failure 
would be. And Paxton had left notjiing undone 
to shake John Mackay’s confidence in the future 
of his property, now that it \^as in the hands of 
Henry Tyne. It was with nfixed. feelings, there¬ 
fore, that he got from his bunk and going down to 
the water’s 6dge to wash in itEosb early sprmg 
mornings, listened to the sounds of the work that 
• was going on i^ the two camps. Once out of sheer 
loneliness and prompted by a fueling of his own 
helplessness where men like Warren Paxton and 
Henry Tyne were fighting it out over his head, he 
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swallowed his pride and’walked t over to see John 
Allen. They had not met on friendly terms since 
the day he had left John Allen’s cabin and gone 
to live by himself.. But he felt sure that John 
Allen shared some of his uneasiness at the pres¬ 
ence of outsiders whose power was money and 
whose sense of Values had long been distorted - 
because it had been, permitted ho expression ex¬ 
cept what it could find in teri]l%. of dollars and 
cents. Half’ an hour lajer he returned to his 
cabin disconsolate and out df, sorts with the 
world in general—JohniAllen had gone to The 
Pas for his outfit. He pitt his. canoe into the 
water and spent the day moving about from 
island to island and from bay to bay enjoying 
the Imcury bf supreme idleness. He only hoped 
that John ABen—stubborn old fool that he was—, 
would not bec^e like one of these outsiders. 

Nor Vas John Mackay the only one who watchr 
ed the growth" of the two camps with wondering 
and misgiving. Day after day Jule Allen sat 
on the, great rock above the falls and. listened to 
the sounds that came first from one, camp and 
then from the other. Often she drew h'er big 
dog Snap down beside her and confided fears 
that she scarcely knew how to / express., The 
world she had known as her own was being in¬ 
vaded by strangers. Even now, with the work 
only beginning, she felt that the place was no 
longer her own. She had gone about freely for 
years, had romped and played ov^er ground that 
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; called her own without finding anyone to dis¬ 
pute the claim. Already, she felt) .the limits of 
her freedom were being set by the newcomers. 
To her it seemel| that her saeredv-rights were 
being outraged. ' , 

And yet, she told herself, she should be happy 
at the , thought that somfe day ^ a town with 
hpndreds, even thousands of people would spring 
up'on the very ground she had called hers. Her 
father had told her so, though she never quite 
knew whether'her father was happy in the pros- 
’ pect or not. He only knew that he had de-' 

' termined upon a course of actioii that would 
make him as strong a man as these j who were 
coming in from the outside. Her father at any 
rate was no outsider. The'se others she despised 
because she knew that they cared no more for the... 
country she loyed thafi people did who had never 
heard-of it. Th^ ^oWd come in for what they 
, could getj stay i^|il--^ey had taken it and then 
dis^pear as suddenly as they had cofiae. Her 
father had reminded her of that, too, though she 
had felt it instinctively before he mentioned it. 

Paxton and Tyne were mere naiMs to Jide 
Allen, names that she hated equally /and without 
discrimination. Phil Eoche she iMught of fje- 
quently, now that he had come to superintend 
operations on Paxton’s property, but nevpr, with 
; £, sehtimeht. , Th^, months that had passed "since 
. the unfortunate^ affair at Cumberland Hopse had 
practically effaced even the, memory of lyhat sjie 
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had once felt to-v^ards him. Nor did it ever occur 
to her to be afraid of him.- It was as if he had 
never existed for her, as if his stories of big 
cities a,nd crowded streets had ^le-^er been told. 
Towards Kirk Brander she was without feeling 
except, annoyance over what hhd occurred that 
day on the hiUside'.V Somehow she associated 
Kirk with Marion Curtis. He whs as much a 
stranger to her as if he had just come from the 
city to assist in exploiting the mines and to get 
out again when his work was done. , 

And so she watched-both camps and listened 
to the shouts of the men and .the grinding of' 
chains-and wheels and the cold hard rattle of the 
ore in the buckets^ and felt herself very far 
fromrit , 

Krrk Brander came in from liis cold plimge 
in the lake and began brisk preparations for sup¬ 
per. Lying on the bunk in^ne comer of tl^e 
cabin was old man Dags taking a‘few niinutes’ 
sleep before -the cook house gong should sound. 
Tuck Boberts in a homemade^easy chair sat by 
the window lazily turning the pages of a maga¬ 
zine two months old. Bingo lay hear the door 
•with his snout between his paws- ' ' 

“Boohl” Kirk said as he broke throujgh the 
open doorway and startled Dags out of his sleep. 
“That water sure has pep In it. You ought to 
, get into i^, Tuck.’^ ' ' ' 

, \ " ' ■■ , 
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-He began drying his hair vigorously with a 
fresh towel. 

“.YoT;i,can have it," Tuck drawled wi^ his chin 
on JUs. chest. 

wish your damn’ lake’d freeze over!" Bags 
exploded, rolling out of the bunk and preparing 
to take a modest wash in the basin that stood just 
outside the door. 

The work in the camp had been in full swing 
for a month-v^th gangs of meh working in double 
shifts so that not an hour of the fyrenty-four wa^ 
lost. Even as they waited for the gong to summon 
them to supper the ground beneath their feeF 
shook perceptibly, from the shock of the ex¬ 
plosions ifii the shafts^ The regular puffing that 
came from, the engine house, the noisy rattle of 
the lifts in the shafts, the metallic roar of the 
rock tumbling out of the carriers and rolling 
down the side of the ore dump, all gave evideiuje 
of life and activity. jFrora the lake came the 
laboured chug-chug of a gasoline launch towing, 
in a raft of wood that was almost Aoo much for 
it. Standing in groups about the camp, within 
easy distance of the cook, camp, the day shift 
waited the sutnmohs to supper. i 

Kirk came to the d.oorway of his cabin and 
stood for a moment looking across *the lake to 
where the Uttle launch was struggling with its 
■ load. ’ ' , 

“If it wasn’t a dead calm he’d never maTrA it 
with that loadi" he commented. 
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' ' 

“He thinks' he’s takin’ a rise out of the Al¬ 
mighty,” Dags replied, wiping his hands dry in 
the towel as he stood and gazed across the lake. \ 

Kirk’s eyes shifted xmtil they rested upon the 
camp on the opposite shore of the lake. A little 
to the left, Eipple, Creek entered the l^e and ' 

in the brief moment^ of silence that came oc- 
. casipnally unbroken by- the noises from tfie camps, 

Kirk could bear the muffled _xoar of the rapids 
before Jule Allen’s cabin. 

For reasons that are best known to the young, 

Kirk Brander had come to think of the cfabin 
back there among the trees as Jule Allen’s 
cabin. He had seen nothing of either Jule or her 
father since he had come b§ck from The Pas 
with his men and had' begun work. He knew 
only from his own freighters and the men who 
brougiit in the mail that John AUen^had gone to 
The Pas nearly a month ago 'to get hiiTegriipmcnt 
Ipa-led and shipped in. From time to time'Trrs'---^^r 
men had reported the proggjess the old English¬ 
man was making!^a5hd he Imew that by this time 
John 'Allen wo^& ,. be somewhere north of 
Stur^^n. Landing pA.the^ost hazardous stages 
of his jdurney. |iany. times during the past month 
l^i-k had thought Of going to see Jule Allen., He 
felt that he should do something to make amends j, 
for the unfortunate manner of their first meet¬ 
ing. Besides, Tuck Roberts was in the habit of 
spending a great deal of his time mth oM. John 
Mackay. Soon Ruth would come to live with her 
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father and Klirk knew that from then on he-would 
see little of Tuck except when they were at work 
during the day. Frequently, more in ftm than 
anything else, he had threatened to leave Tuck 
.and Dags and spend the evening with Jule Allen. 
‘But John Allen’s' absence arid the fact that he 
was not Mkely to be well received anyhow, made 
him decid§,,to await a more propitious moment. 

Tuck emerged from the cal^ and broke 
abruptly upon his reveries. 

“Any sign of the mail yet!” he asked, ca8|ing 
his eyes in the same direction as Bark was look¬ 
ing. - - 

“You ought to go ’and meet tkem,’’ Kirk 
smiled in reply.' ■ - ■' - ■ ’ 

The sound of the supper gong brought to^a 
sudden end the little scuffle that followed Kirk’s 
remark, and they hurried off together with, 
Dags following closely.- , ' ' . 

, During the supper hour news came of the ar¬ 
rival of the mail, aifd Kirk and Tuck left the 
table early to--go to the little office where the mail 
was received. When they had opened the "i^acks 
An d sorted the letters, they took up , the bundles 
of magazines and papers and the letters that 
were theirs and went into their cabin., •] 

,| For an hour they were so absorbed tffiat neither 
3^^ anything t^ say to the, other. Once Tuck^ 
rtimma^dihg atmanner as casual as possible, an- 
honnced that Buth Mackay was coming. to live 
with her fa^er in less than a week.' Kirk re- 
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ceived the announcement with little show t>t>. in^^; 

■ terest. A long letter from iJtarion Curtis and\: 
Vnother from Henry Tjme engrossed his atten- iV ^ 
wn. Both letters were outwardly optimistib 
4ii^ yet Kirk cotdd not help fueling that they 
T^ere, meeting new difficulties in raising the funda 
' nece&i^a^ for 1;heir enterprise. Nothing, Kirk 
realiz^ hut/the unobstructed development of 
thej^t^^ a^l, in addition to that, the possible 
un^t^riiter^ ^e^ bojlies of high grade ore 
wo^ ^sroblii^ the confidence in their 'under¬ 
taking, withouWhtah4hey would seek substantial 
credits in vain, Effect of the letters was to 
make Kirk even more determinea than ever to 
swing his end of the work along smoothly. 

He looked up < from his letters' suddenly as 
Dags entered the doorway, 
g /“John Allen’s’home,” Dags aimounced. 

“"When?” Kirk asked. 

“The boys brought him in witi them.” 

“The boys?” 

' “The maih The old man’s just about done 
for!” ' ' ’ . 

There was a note of genuine sympathy in 
Dags’‘voice. . 

“Something wrong, Dags?” Kirk asked. 

“Lost everything at the upper rapids on Bat 
Creek,” Dags replied. “A cable' slipped “when, 
they were trackin’ the rapid and—rp” He made 
a motion with his iands indicating; that every¬ 
thing'had been swept away. 
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Kirk and Tuck were struck dumb at the an¬ 
nouncement. iDags sat down on the edge of/his 
bunk and ligh^g his pipe, smoked a ipoment in 
silence. -' 

' ‘‘He never should ’a’ done it,”.he observed 
finally. “It’s just like temptin’ God Almighty.” 

“I’m going over to see the old -man,” Kirk 
said, going to the doorway and looking put at the 


“It might be ,a good idea,” Dags remarked. 
“The boys say therct’s nothin’ left to him at all. 
Paxton came back again to-day, too.” 

' Kirk took his hat from the wall, and without 
a word to either Tuck or Dags left the cabin and 
when he reached the limits of the camp, followed 
the narrow trail that ran through the woods to¬ 
wards John Allen’s cabin. , In, ten minutes he 
stood before the open door and \nth hat in hand 
spoke John Allen’s name. 

Jule Allen came from a small'i-oom at the back 
of the cabin and stood for a moment before him. 

It was evident that she expected hiin to tell her 
his business if he had any. And yet, in spite of hcr^*^’- 
uninvitmg demeanor, he could see .that in her 
heart she^was deeply troubled jand that he was 
more welcome at that momeid:-.tj^ 5 i>she was pre¬ 
pared to adifiit. • A '' ' 

“I’ve come ;to see'John iSileg,”-Kirk said 
quietly. V ■ - •' 

'.Jule led the waAinto the room out of which 
''■she had just come. \John Allen lay i in bed,Jhis 
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head propped against pillows, his hands lying in 
listless fashion on the coverlet. H^nrned his 
face slowly towards Kirk as he enteredN^he room. 
Dags had-reported more fmly than he knew. 
John Allen had come to the end of his physical 
resources. His exp^eriences of the past few days 
Jiad broken him so that he was little more thau^ 
ghost 6f his former seK. 

“I’ve come to see you,” Kirk said as he ad¬ 
vanced and took the old man’s hand in his. “And 
I want to tell you that I’nt^orry for what has 
happened. It was hard luea. ” 

John Allen motioned Kirk to a‘seat and then 
for a moment closed his eyes. After a long sil¬ 
ence he turned his head and looked at Kirk. 

“It was more than hard luck, Brander,” ho . 
said in a broken voice. “It naeans th^ end—I 
can’t go on any more. I didn’t think one blow 
would take ^he fight , out of a man—^but it will—if 
it’s hard enough.” - 

“You’ll go on again, John Allen,” Kirk en¬ 
couraged him. “A man doesn’t quit until he’s 
all in—and j^ou’ve got som'^hing left.” ’ i 

The old prospector seemeld on the point of 
ma king a reply but he hesitated and moved hi^ 
head impatiently. Then he looked towards the 
door of his room, 

, “Where’s the girl!” he asked. 

Jule appeared immediately at the sound of her 
father’s voice. “What is iVfatherf ” she asked. 

“Jule,”.he said quietly, “1 think I’d like to ‘ 
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see Joh^lackay for a while. 'It’s early yet. Go 
and telf^loni I want him. I’ll be all right— 
Brander here will stay till you come back.” 

Jule left immediately and Kirk drew his chair 
closer to the bedside. The old prospector lifted 
himself a little and took his pipe and tobacco 
from the stand near the head of his ^bed. He 
filled it leisurely and in silence and -v^en he had 
applied a match and taken a few puffs he turned 
his eyes towards Kirk. 

“It’s all right, Brander,” he said, pointing the 
stem of his pipe towards Kirk to give'emphasis- 
to what he was saying, “it’s all right for you to’ 
tell me I’m going on again. But it isn’t true. 
You are young and don’t know what I know.- 
When a man’s done—^he’s done. It’s been a fight 
with me for the last year, but I thought I’d get 
going again when I started to work the place 
here. But a man of my age knows pretty •w;ell 
when it’s all over wdth him. I’ve plugged along 
and scrambled my way through for years in this 
.country. But life here takes more tl^aTi it gives.” 

He paused a moment to puff again at his pipe,, 
then he went on again. « 

“I had one chance—and it’s gone. If I could 
have got in here with the drill and got down to 
work for the summer I could ha?^ sTiown some 
of you fellows* what I had here, I’d have made 
you come ,to me to talk business and you’d have 
listened to ihy tei*ms. Now—^it’s gone—the only 




/ 

' THE LOBSTICK .TRAIL . 189 

real chance I ever hhd. , I spent my last dollar* 
and I haven’t it in.me to go on.” 

Kirk took advantage of a m oment’s pau ae^ 
“Is there anything-,d-'Conld'Td'^anything that 
'5‘wonld help?” he asked, keenly,aware of his own 
helplessness. 

“There are things—some things that mighlt 
be done,” John Allen admired slowly, “/but they 
can wait. We’ll see in a few days just hdw I’m 
going to get along. ' I may be out again and 
around before very long. If anything shoiild 
happen — if it happened suddenly — there’d be 
some things to do—^yes. But the truth is, Brander, 

I can’t trust outsiders. You’re all right—^never 
heard anything to the cohtrar^r-ij^l Paxton 
wouldn’t stop at anything, ' I doh^t know Tyne, 
but I suspect they’re aU aHke, Brander, and so 
long as you’re one of them—^you’re one of them.” 

“I wish you could talk for half an hour to 
Henry Tyne,” Kirk suggested? “He’s not-’.’ 

“You don’t see^ things as I do, Brander,” the 
old prospector interrupted. “These fellows from 
the city dOn’t care for this country except for 
what they can_grab and barry away with them. 
With us it’s different.-.^his is the place I’ve 
come-to live. It’s my hoihe'hndj["^want to stay 
here and, when the .time Wmes, die--here> too. 
That’s what makes, the difference. That’s what^ 
makes it hard tq, put any, faith in outsiders. When 
they are through with the coxmtr^ there 'will be 
nothing left to showi that we’ve beeh here except 
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some holes in ihe ground, some worked-out 
shafts, a few b'roken^own cabins, and a few hills 
stripped bare of trees.” 

He paused abruptly and looked towards the 
door. i; 

“I thought I heard someone coming,” he said. 
As he spoke a knock soimded at the door and 
to John Allen’s summons, Warren P&xton 
entered from the outside and found his way to 
the doorway of the room. When his eyes fell 
upon Kirk he paused abruptly and waited for 
John Allen to bid him enter. The old prospector , 
merely spoke Paxton’s name and motioned with 
his hand- 

Paxton came forward briskly. “I hear you’ve 
had a rUu of bad luck, John,” he said with an 
. evident effort at cheerfulness. 

John Allen didn’t reply at once, and Paxton 
turned to Kirk, his teeth showing through his 
smile. “Btunps come to the best of us, Brander,” 
he remarked. 

• “Even the oldest of us,” Kirk replied. 

“Youth or age doesn’t, really count,” Paxton 
^smiled.' 

- “Except that the younger you are the quicker 
you are on the come-back,” Kirk retorted. 
Paxton laughed a little and turned to John 


^ “This will change your plans a bit, John,” he 
remarked drily. ^ 
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Though he' waited for a reply, John Allen did 
not speak. . 

“As a matter of business, siniply, I want you 
to know that I’m prepared to.open the question 
of the White Squaw any time you feel like it,” 
he continued. 

John Allen made an impatient gesture which 
Paxton picked up quickly. “We won’t talk of 
that now, of coupe,’’ he explained. “In the 
meantime, if thefh^ anything I can do, just call 
on me. I’d be glad to help you in any way pos¬ 
sible.” ' ' 

“Thanks,” murmured John Allen. 

“We’re neighbors • here, John,’’ Paxton con¬ 
tinued, following up "'^hat looked like a snjiall ad¬ 
vantage, ‘‘and in this country neighbors are few 
and faP between. Count on me if I can be of any 
service!” - *■;' .. ^ 

“It’s neighbors we need in this country, Mr. 
Paxton,” John Alien commented, “need them 
badly,” ' ^ 

But Paxton did not catch the significance of 
the remark. Kirk on the other h^d found a 
strange Satisfaction in knowing precisely what 
John Allen meant. - 

“I've brought in a bit of fresh news to you,” 
Paxton -went on after a paiuse in the conversa¬ 
tion. “I had a trip to Winhipeg this'time andi 
secured a lease on the falls to develop power. Be¬ 
fore another year we’ll have your cabin lighted 
with el^tricity, John.” ^ 
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Kirk sensed at ■once the effect the announce¬ 
ment would have on the - oli prospector. He 
could not understand Jrow, Paiton could be so 
thick-^kimied-as not to . see how the news would, be 
taken. John Allen turned suddenly towards 
Paxton and his face went white. 

“You don’t mean our falls—the faUs in the 
creek here?” he asked in a voice that plainly ex- 
^pressed his bewilderment. ; 

“Yes—certainly,” Paxton replied. “Why 
nott” 

“Why notT- Why, man—my girl—don’t you 
understand—she won’t let you do that!” 

Paxton’s smile broadened. “That’s just 
sentiment,” he reminded the old man, “and a 
girl’s sentiment, at that.‘ Practical men-” 

“I’m a practical man, Paxton,” John Allen 
interrupted in a t^pice that was quicMy getting 
out of control, “and I’m going, to tell you that fts 
long as I live you’re not going to put your hands 
on the power in that waterfall.” 

Paxton’s impatience was quite evident. 

“But I’ve got the lease—I can go ahead when 
I’m ready,” he insisted. \ 

“Go ahead!” John A^len replied. “Try it! 
For years girl has gone there to rest, she has 
taken her Vork there and sat for hours above 
it, it’s been to her like a—like a house of God, 
Paxton, and tha first man that puts a hand to 
changingyit will have to reckon with me.” 

As he spoke there came the sound of footsteps 
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from without and in a moment Jule Allen entered 
followed by old John Mackay. ' i*axton got up 
frpm where he had been sitting and left abruptly 
muttering a few words of greeting to -the new¬ 
comers and a brief word or two of leave-iaking 
that John Allen did not hear. > 

For a few nipments John Mackay stood in the 
doorway and looked at John Alien in silence. 

“Something wrong, Jbhn?” asked John Mac¬ 
kay. - - 

John Allen put out his hand and the two old 
prospectors gripped hands in a long and silent 
reconciliation. : 

“IVe been hit hard,”' remarked John: Allen. 
“I don’t think there’H be much more to tell.” 

“The girl has told me,” said John Mackay, 
sitting down and taking his pipe from his pocket. 

Jule had already withdrawn and Bark felt 
that the tw;o old men would be more comfortable 
if left alone. He got up arid with a brief good>-\ 
bye reminded John Allen that he would help if 
he could, and went out. 

He found Jule Allen standing alone in the 
doorway of the cabin. As he approached she 
stepped out and moved slowly towards the har¬ 
row trail that led from the cabin to the rock above 
the falls; Kirk watched her for a few moments- 
and then, closing the cabin door behind him 
quietly, followed after her without speaking. 

When ihey had come to the rock, they stood a 
mopient and looked down along the creek to 
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where the, lake showed in the wide opening be¬ 
tween the trees on either bank. The sun had' 
gone dowfi and the twilight had already begun to 
set in. A tint of purple lay upon the water of the 
lake, purple and turquoise blue, and beyond 
stretched the long shore line with its shadows of 
black-pointed spruce in silhouette against an 
amber sky. A long way off,' the low. shore was 
but a ragged bar of smoky blue and the light on 
the water a^mere dusky gray. The colors had 
faded from the rocks nearby and they lay. dead 
against the background of shadedf shore. 

Kirk turned his eyes from- the lake and the 
wooded shores and looked at 4jule. 

“IVe come out here to tell you that there’s 
(trouble ahead for you, Jule Allen,” he said 
quietly, “and to, tell you that I’m going to help 
you whether you want me/to or not. ” 

When she turned to hihi her ;face was troubled 
and her glance was searching. 

; “Do you think he can’t get over itT” she asked. 

“Let’s be straight,” Kirk replied. “He’s too 
hard hit.” 

“Tknow it,” she said, turning away to hide the 
tears-that were rising to her eyes. ' 

“If it will help any,” Kirk went on, “tell him 
that Paxton will never lay a hand, on the w:ater 
power of Bipplef Creek while I’m alive.” 

She turned quickly to look at Kirk. 

“I don’t'under stand-^I-:—” 

“He’ll tell you all about it,” Kirk explained. 


THE LOBSTICK TRAIL 195 

“Paxton has been oyer again. Just tell John 
Allen what I have said. It may help him to rest 
a little easier.” 

Kirk turned away and followed the trail that 
led back to camp. He paused a moment just 
•where the trail disappeared among the trees and 
looked back. Jule Allen was standing still where 
he had left her. Her face was turned towards 
him. I . 

“Oood-bye,” he called, as a challenge to the 
gentler nature tjhat -he knew^^s hers if she^pnly 
permitted it expression. 

She did not speak but while he waited he. saw 
her lift her hand once towards himt and when he 
turned again^ into the t^il he'was lighter at 
hearVthan he had been foi* weeks. 


T HOUG^Kirk had regarded • from every 

angle the''jffoposal to develop water powex ' 
put of the falls on Ripple Clreek, he could 
not bring himself to thihk that Paxton would 
actually go forward with the work until, at any 
rate, the whole question of monopoly in the dis¬ 
trict should be settled. The expense necessary 
to instal a power plant, Kirk knew, could hardly 
be justified if the power was to-be used solely on 
Paxton’s claims; If Paxton’s holdings could be 
made to include the White Squaw and the Mic- 
mac, or even the White Squaw alone, there would 
be some justification for such an enterprise. The 
more he thought about it, and the more Jie talked 
it over with Tuck and Dags, the more convinced' 
he was that Paxton’s announcement was simply 
part of lihe game he was playing <^o discourage 
and drive others from the field. That he had 
secured a lease on the site there was no reason 
for doubting. The outlay involved would be , 
trifling and the future might easily justify it. But ; 
Kirk had little fear that Paxton would make im- i 
mediate use of the privileges he had thus secured. / 
He was content, therefore, to wait until he saw j 
Paxton move before he took any steps to inbr- 'j- 
' 196 ' 
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fere. He had quite made up his i^d that he 
would interfere, and in a very direm 'nfanner, at 
the first indication that .h^axton was,going to 
promote "Ms interests in mat direinion. In the 
meantime he had informed Henry Tyne.,^ Pax¬ 
ton’s avowed intentions and of His ovm de- 
termination to act^directjiJr and as he^ould think' 
fit at the timej if Paxton should take any steps to¬ 
wards carrying out^Ms plans. Whenever he 
thought pf the matter Kirh: ^was a^ized with a 
spirit of, recklessn^s that ’caused*him to dis¬ 
regard the fact that Paxton’s actions would prob¬ 
ably have the protection of the law while his awn 
might lead him into difficulty with legal, autnority. 
But he was prepared for once in his lifb “to face 
' the consequences. If he 66uldfind ^ormds in the 
meantime forSi^ngirig the wholb' ihattfer into, 
court, so much the"^tter. Before a decision 
’ could be handed down^enry Tyne wo^d have 
had an opportxmity. iy show what he could do. 
with the Micmac. Ir their hopes were realized 
the future was secure md it would only be a mat¬ 
ter of time before they could push Pa^on to one 
side;. If they fail^, well, they had done all they 
could do and nothing else mattered- ^ 

With John Allen, a broken-down invalid, ^nd 
his daughter, Jule, the case was'different, l^ax- 
. ton’s..announcement had touched them both so 
vitally that they were unable to think qqietly 'or 
to reason abbut the matter at all^ They were pre¬ 
pared simply to fight to the very end, with what- 
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ever means they could find, to avert what seemed 
to them both an unnatural outrage. Day after 
day John Allen weakened under the strain of his 
defeat. Every morning he sent Jule out on a 
little trip of inspection along the creek lest Pax¬ 
ton -shc^d make any move *inthout his knowing 
it. Every evening when John Mfteikay paid his 
visit, John Allen waxed .furious over the affair 
and when he had exhausted himself, talked long 
and earnestly about the future, a future in which 
he was convinced Jule would have to go on alone. 
Jule herself went often now for comfort and 
companionship to EuthJ\taekay7 who had come 
to live with her father. Ani the two old pros¬ 
pectors, nursing their grievances against the 
ways of the world, watched the friendship grow 
and were happy. 

“This can’t go on much longer, girl," John 
Allen murmured one morning while Jule served 
him with breakfast. “We’ve got to face things, 
even the hardest things, with our eyes open," 

Jule ctime to him and kneeling beside the bed 
she took hia hands in hers. 

“You mustn’t talk like that, father," she pro¬ 
tested. 

But. John Allen shook his head. must talk 
while I can, girl, for there are some things I want 
you to know. I have dreamed big fhings for you 
and the dreams are all gone. But there are some 
things still that I’d do if I had m^ strength. I 



THE LOBSTICK TRAIL 199 

haven’t got the strength and I’ni not going to 
have it back, and I want you to go on. This place 
;is ours—yours and mine. It’s been home to tis 
and I’d hoped some day to make it a little more 
than home, I wanted to see it the/place where men 
would find work to do and be happy in doing it. It 
doesn’t seem possible now. These pirates^ are 
pushing in all round us. They 're going to snatch 
what they can and run away with it Their 
homes are somewhere else. Don’t let them nm 
off with our home, girl. "When the end comes I 
want to lie here under our trees within sound of 
the water and—^you know the rest. I’ve spoken 
to John Mackay. He’U advise you and he’ll help 
you. And when the time comes—and,it will come 
—when someone will find you here and want to 
take you away, tell hkn—^tell him how you love it' 
here and bring him to see that you can’t go. We 
want men hererwho will stay—^men who will live 
their lives here beeause they have fbund the place 
their hearts have been looking Ifor^, We don’t 
want the other kind—the kind that tear and ;de- 
stroy and go away again-leaving-the-place-blaBted 
and ugly. This place has been ours. It’ll be 
yours from now on. , You, must do with it as you 
please, but you must grow up to do what I would 
have done if I’d gone on.” ’ 

He paused fmd laid his hand upon jule’s head 
where it was bowed on the coverlet. She was 
weeping softl^j^^nd John Allen stroked her hair 
very gently for k while before he continued. 
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“I’m not asking too mnch, girl,” he said 
haltingly. “I’m only asking yon to try. It may 
be that in the end yon will find what Ifhave 
fonnd, that the task is too mnch. Well, -donH 
wait too long—don’t throw away yonr life in a 
fight that can’t be won. All I’m asking is that 
yon remember what I’ve said and that yen'll 
dream abont it and fight for it till yon know yon 
have to give np. Now, mn ont and take a look 
along the creek" 

Jnle got np and after kissing her, father and 
holding him close to her for a long time silently, 
- tnmed away'^d walked towafds the door. Wlj^en 
she looked back the tears were gone from hjir 
eyes and in their place were the fires, that danced 
there on the afternoon when Bark had met her 
on the hillside. She was John Allen’s danghter 
as she stood there and the old man’s pride rose 
at the sight of her. Then she irtiisked away 
qnickly and was gone. 

, 4nd .as Jnle took her way throngh the woods, 
aOepmpanied as nsual on snch trips^ by her dog, 
Snap, she felt very lonely and looked abont her 
at her *tr^s and rocks in the hope that in. tiese 
friei^B of her yonth she might find some comfort. 

It had, raine^nring the night, a wanh, ea.rly 
snmmer rain .mai had gone deep down into the 
roots where they lay bedded in the brown moss. 
The bonghs of the spmce were a clearer green, 
the black boles standing very rigid, the hi gh 
points scarcely moving against the gray sky. The 
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^birches huddled together in little clumps here and 
there seemed to dislike the feel of the wet rain 
on ,their dainty leaves. Underfoot the mosses 
were soft and yieltog with here and there an 
uncovered root gmaming white above ground. 
Now and then Jrale stopped and shook the 
heavy raindrot)s yfrom the ground-plants or 
watched a chattering squirrel hurry off at Snap’s 
approach and ^^unt scolding to a high branch 
of a'tree. ' ' 

She left the little path she had been following 
and picked her way carefully among the low 
bushes until she reached the stony edge of the 
creek. Above her hung an alder Bush, its ^oft 
dark branches leaning, towards the water and 
holding their dark leaves up to. the sky as if 
waiting for the sun to warm thenn 
Suddenly from a disthnce up the creek came the 
sound of voices and, looking out. cautiously she 
caught sight of Paxton and Roche getting from 
them canoe after having crossed from the other 
side of the creek. Quickly she turned and ordered 
Snap back to the cabin. Then she waited under 
the cover of the alders while the two men drew 
their canoe out of the water and started towards 
herl When they had come witlun a few yards of 
■her she withdrew a little way and crouched low 
behind a clump of willows until they had gone 
past. Then, hiding as best she could behind the 
trunks of spruce-trees, she followed them, keeping 
almost within hearing distiince. Concealment was 
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not difficult; Roche and- Paxtons were so intent 
upon their own conversation that they had ears 
for little else. 

Finally when they, came within sight of the 
cabin they paused'and stepped down closer to the 
edge of the creek. She moved close enough to be 
able to hear their voices quite clearly and then 
took a position behind a couple of spruce trees 
that stood together. And while she listened her 
blood grew warm and she was conscious of the 
quickenedi^beatihg of her pulses. Paxton was evi¬ 
dently bent upon going .on with the power project 
and had come out to look over the ground on both 
sides of the creehl.with Phil R6che7--^hough she 
could pick up only an oocasionh| w5rd ak"they 
spoke,' Julo learned enough to' Imow. what had 
brought them over feo early in the day. 

As she thought of her father lying hopelessly 
ill in the cabin ^d Ihen of these men laying their 
plans in total disregard 6f his helplessness, she 
j^dund; it Almost impossible to control herself. But 
.JhardAs it was to keep .her rising anger in check, 
^!ihe wotild probably have succeeded had it not 
‘ beenlCor Paxton’s laugh that broke loose suddenly 
at something Phil Roche had said. Jule had not 
. heard the remark but Paxton A faugh was more 
than she could bear.. She stepped quickly from 
her place of hiding at^ stood out upon a little 
moss-covered ledge of rock slightly above them. 
They did hot hear her movements nor did they 
' see her until she spoke. . 
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“I woiild have you know you are trespassing 
on my. father’s.property,” she said. 

They turned suddenly at the sound of her voice. 

“Oh, good morning, Miss Allen,” P^on ife- 
plied, determined, apparently, to take her words; 
Ughtly. . 

But his greeting only served to kindle Jule’s 
anger the more. 'She stepped down .quickly fropi 
where she had addressed them and going up to 
them faced Paxton, her eyes blazing and her’two 
fists clenched tight at her sides. 

" “I don’t want your ‘good mornings’, Mr. Pax¬ 
ton,” she declared., “ You are standing where you 
have no right to stand without my father’s per¬ 
mission.” ' , , ’ 

Paxton’s lips parted in his characteristic smile.' 

“We arer^aware of the fact,” he replied, “but., 
now that we’re here whaf^ to be done abdUtdtf 

Jule took a step towards him. ‘‘You’ll go back 
to where you belong^you’ll not stay here!” .she 
retorted. • ' 

Paxton turned to Boche with a look of amused 
tolerance on his face. '.Boche’s expression did not 
change. . • 

“And. yoa’U not touch that waterfall,” Jule 
-Sashed,'going still closer to Paxton and looking 
at him ydth her head held high, “It’s n^e^ybu, 
can’t take it—you won’t, I tell you! You think 
you can dq what you like because he can’t help 
himself. If he can’t stop you I will! And J’U 4 q 
it i)Qy,.pwh way-r-but I’ll do it!” 


204 


THE LOBSTIC^ TRAIL 

Paxton lookfed' at her as she spoke and there 
da-wned gradually in his mind a conviction .that 
Jule Allen meant what she said. He looked at 
Phil Roche again and moved uneasily., He could' 
find nothing in Phil’s face, however,-to set him at 
ease. He stepped abruptly past Jule and started 
off towards the spot where they had left their 
canoe. 

‘‘Gome on, Phil,” he muttered half to.himseK, 
‘‘We’ve done all we came out for anyhow.” 

Phil paused only a moment tq^ook again at Jule 
Allen and then followed Paiton. Jule did not , 
move from the spot until they had passed out of 
sight beyond a bend in the creek.' "Then she turned 
back towards the trail that led to the cabin. 

She had covered/about half the .'distance frpm 
the creek to the trail when she was startled by Ihe 
sudden appearance of Snap who leaped from the 
cover of some low bushes and came upon, her with¬ 
out warning. Instinct prompted hereto turn her ^ 
eyes in the'direction from which Snap had come 
to meet hfer. ’ As she did so Ruth Mackay’s laugh' 
sounded from behind a clump of birches where 
she had hidden herself from Jule’s view. In a mo¬ 
ment Ruth was beside her.... •- 

“Oh, that was great!”^sh6 exclaimed, almost 
breathless from excitemehtr “I.came just in time — 
to hear it all.' If they hadn’t gone when .they did, 

I’d have sent Snap in.” ' ' 

Jule gave Riith a strange'look. “I’m glad^you 
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didn’t, ’’she said. “It wasn ’t nMessary^iW e can 
beat them without dogs. ” 

“Yes,” Euth persisted, “hut wouldn’t it he fim 
to see old Paxton with a dog after him.” 

They laughed heartily together at the picture 
their imagination, presented and for a moment 
Jule forgot her anger. When they had ceased 
laughing Jule turned again to Euth and her ex- 
pressn^was sober. 

■- “Jokin^aside, Euth,” she said with some de¬ 
liberateness, we ever get. into trouble , with 
Paxton you can call ^ap to help' settle it, but—it 
woujifc’t do auy godd^if Phil Eoche was there.” 

Euth. wa? in’ a mood^to regard Jule’s, words 
lightly. “A dog would bite"Phil Eoche as qmckly 
as anyone lelse,” she said, and^there was an odd 
expression of coyness in the look she gave Jdfe 
as she spoke. ' 

‘,‘Spapjwouldn’t,” Jule replied and although 
Euth wondered a little at Jule’k^i^^ly there -wks^ 
something in her tone of voice and lA^r expres¬ 
sion when she spokg that made it..impbfiable ,to 
■pursue the subject any further. > 


CHAPTER XVm. ■ 


K irk stood in thd doorway of his cabiA, his 
eyes following ^the fonns of two' men- who 
had taken the trail into the woods hy the 
•creek. Early that evening he had paid the two 
men Though nothing, had been said on the . 
subjecvhe knew that those two'men were on their 
way to join Paxton’s gang. When the menjiad.,- 
disappeared among ihe trees he turned into the' 
cabin and faced Tuck Roberts seri<msly. 

“We’ve got to stop this, Tuck,” he observed. 
“That makes nine m^ in the last two weeks, and 
four of them have gone to work for Paxton.” 

_ “Dags says it’.a_gfiiling,worse,” Tuck cona-^ 
mented. / 

Kirk thought a moment. “I want you to take, 
a look around the place t’o-night, ^ij^ojok,” he said 
after a moment’s sflence. ave an idea there’s 
^ been something brewing for the last.week or. so in 
^ that bunkhouse at the. other end of -the row . I’U ‘ 
take a run over to see hOw old John is—I’ll be- 
back early.' 

Kirk iwaanot groping his way blindly in his ef¬ 
forts to" find an explanation of the growing dis¬ 
content in the camp. The nien had be(^!W^ell 
fed as men conld be, cdnsideringaRrthe'^ffiljulties .. 
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involved, in getting snffieient food ipW the camp 
by freight canoes. Their qu^j^ers werejust as 
comfortable as those supplied by Paxton for- his 
men. It was'axjlear case of interference from the 
-outside. Kirk had discharged two men who had 
lain off work fof no apparent cause-and had spent 
the^ greater part of ar weelr-ljing around in.the dif¬ 
ferent bunkhousep and \dsitihg^the,.,ca^p on. the 
other side of. the, lake. They had gone to work for 
Paxton and fpr a while Kirk’s; men^emed to 
have ..settled bac& 'ag^lin to worKy .The rdiefv^s 
only. tSinporai^j however., In, a few dhys'nmtt^-- 
in^fbegan coming to Bark’^' ears again and daily; 
Tuck' Itoberts and old Dags brought in fresh re¬ 
ports of stlfnng discontent. - t ’ ,/ . . - 

. Kirk covered the trail to Johp..^eiPs cabin in 
long resolute strides.. During more .man three 
wee^s since the old'proipectbr had come . home., 
broken, from his defeat in the rapids> EZirk had., 
been a frequent visitor at his bedside. ■ His visits 
had been of necessity brief, but the old man was 
ifailing very fasjb,. and Bark rarely let a day pase 
mthout spending a. few minutes with him. Jtile 
seldem put in an appearance when he was around 
. and when she did it was'usu^y in the company 
of ituth Mackay. ' . 

As he came and, stood in the open door of the ^ 
cabin he saw Euli and Jule sitting back in the 
shadows, in one corner of.the large room, very 
dose togethei*. Hearing the voice of John Mackay 
,-^thin, BZirk spoke a word of greeting and then 



■vront into .the room whefe John'Alien layi For a ^ 
long time Kirkrad Jolm Mac^y talked ^t night, 

' their voices so low that they eonld hear the' heavy 
breathing ef John Allen; The old man hhnkplf did 

not speak bnt lay for the'most part TOth.his eyes 

• ■ closed and his hands monbmess at his sides. In • 
spite of\his promise to Tric^ Kiiri^fopnd it impos- 
' sihle to Iprry away. 3n/the fac^-'bOohn'Allen • ' 

there was sonie^mgjso MttM,: 80 _wea^,^at he.: » 

obidd hot ^d it in his heart tp leaye. . 

" When at last he got np from his chair and step¬ 
ped closer to the' side of the Ije^to bid gbod-nigkt,^ -•,; 
JoM Allen lifted his hand slightly and let it fall 
■> %' 'again as if the effort was too i^nch for him. Kirk " 

. leaned and took Ms twitching^gers in his hand. 

\ AVhe did so, he felt the old man's h^d close lin- ' 

\ geringly in a weak grip that plainly;expressed 
\ what he would have said haiilke'bden Able to speak 
\the wor^.. A moment Mterr-Mrk: tto 
. ^ ^thagreatheayp^ess athielieart, ; • 

'^t the door he^^eApon Jtile and feuth stand -1 
/ ing) tpgetherrih^i^cej'4heir>Aj^ 

olher, lopking out iito the mght/^ hy ,§h • 

impulse of the moment, Kirk pausedi before Jule 
and ojOfered her Ms Mthd iir'pattM^‘“''iSfie'"Te- 
^Aponded with a Ught ’press^re> of rher : fingers ’ 
and Kirk turned away fiUed with a gie^ 

' , ness for the girl who, he felt sure,uwouldfsobnvbe 
. ■ . alone in the world.' ^ r -- ' \ 

Tuck was already waitingJorhim when he got S__ 

f back to thp cabin. f ' 
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. “‘V^ell, what’s the word?” he "asked. ' . 

f Ml has been oyer since yoii left,” Tuck re- 

•k stopped suddenly and looked at Tuck, 
i saw him?” •, 

‘Just as he wa? leaving.? ; \ . 

‘What did he want?^* 7 ^ 

‘ Didn’t seem to want much 1^ anything. ” 

‘ ‘Bidn’t you speak to^^,Mini ’|pr - ' 

He was in Ms canoe befc^e.T caught sight of 
hi(m..” 'i ^ ■ -■ 

iKirk smiled a littleJ “ Y^’ye got to hand it to 
that boy -for nerve,”' h^aaid appreciatively, 
“imything else doing?” i 

‘ r They ’re n^rly all crowded into the Irankhouse 
up pere,’v’ Tuck replied, * ‘There’s bera 
of sWe kind^ an^d a fight or two just to j^eeten 
things a littie.” ‘ 

- KTrk buttoned:his coat about h^ pulled Ms hat 
down\pn Ms head and went to the doc^r. “I’m 
goin^w t^e a ’stron uj^^^ere^^^^ ^'^Imhit’s > 

afi' ahfe^ ' '^e’va to cle^ this up.” . ^ 

\ foUowed him but and together the two 
took liie way &at led' between jhe , nows of 
ealiMs|m men weio jqu The 

dobrg.df me cabins were^open and Kirk hotioed,as 
they passed that,aid the;jfibuses vmre emply^^ 


voices; hall a dozfeh speakmg at pnce in yam at¬ 
tempts to ii^e:thje^|lVe^ heard. % 
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JtM as they came to the doorway one voice, a. 
little louder than the ^ers, shouted, “To hell 
with the company!’'- 

“Wait,” said Kirk, pausing a moment in the 
darkness outside and laying a hand on Tuck’s 
arm. ■>'- 

. “To hell with Brander I” the same voice shout¬ 
ed and Ki?k made'a bound forward. 

Hurling the door open, he stopped on the door¬ 
step and looked round at the men. 

“Who says ‘To hell -with Brander*!” he asked 
in, a voice that broke so suddenly upoti the. men 
that they were struck silent. , . ' 

' A few feet away Kirk noticed one of the men 
he h^d paid off th^t very evening and had seen 
take the trail towards P^ton ’s camp. He reached 
down and sei25ed him by the collar. 

“"What are you doing here?” he asked. “I paid 
you off—^get out of here!” 

He lurched backwards through- the doorway, ^ 
dragging the fellow with him and almost thr^ 
him at Tuck. ^ - 

“Here, Tuck,”he said, “boot this out ofoamp.” 

Then-he stepped back again and faced the men. 

, ‘ ‘ T^'o^says, ‘ To hell wi& Brapder ? ’ he repeated 
looking down on the men in the dimly Righted in¬ 
terior of the cabin. - ’ ■ 

There was no iimnediate. reply to his ohtdlenge 
and Kirk stepped down fromi the door-^ay, moved 
slowly along the narrow aisle between the bunks 
/where the men were sitting, £md .paused for a 
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fra^on^'a second to look each man in the eye as , 
he passed. 

When he had gone the full length of the cahin 
he tamed and let his eyes move over the whole 
crowd. 

“Now, what’s it all kljontl” he asked. “If 
you’ve any real kick coj^g on the treatment 
you’re getting-here let’Vhave it and get it over 
witii.” - 

■?The-discussion_^^Jb^ ensued began slowly vat 
first butbefo*e-irag it became apparent that' the 
'grem two factions. When one man spoke 
^here was someone of the opposing side ready , to 
reply and in less than ten mim^tes Kirk had all 
he could do to control the situation so ihat one 
man might spedk at a time and be heard. At the 
end of Jialf an ]tour Kjirk had learned all he wanted 
to know concerning the pgrt Paxton had been tak¬ 
ing, in creating a feeling of discontent among the 
men. He brought the discussion suddenly to an 
end by offering to pay off any who were nb|: satisr 
fied with the work and the pay they were getting 
or could find better, quarters or food anywhere 
else. When no one expressed any desire to accept 
his offer he told them that the work on the Idiranac 
was going to go ahead in spite of the reports that 
Paxton’s hirelings had circulated to the contrary 
and that Paxton would be made to tfeU, them & 
straight story before the night was .over, if they 
would only wait where they were. . 

Kirk left the farther end of the aisle and ciBne 
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to Tuck where he stood leaniug in the doorway. 
“Come on, Tuck," he said. “We’re going to put 
a good big crimp in this game." 

He led the way down the hill towards the shore"^ 
of the lake where the canoes were lying upside 
down near ;&e water. They sUpped a canoe, into 
the watm: witoout speaking and pushed away from 
the shore. When a dozen vigorous strokes of the 
paddle had sent the canoe darting towards the 
camp on the other’ shore. Tuck ventured" to ask 
Kirk what he was going to do. ^ 

“I’m going for Paxton," he said, “and I’m. ' 
going to bring the old geezer back dead or alive, 
or you can make arrangements for my funeral. 

He started this thing and he’s going to finish it,; 
only I’m going to take a hand in telling him how 
to do it." 

Tuck laughed to himself and sent his paddle into 
the water with redoubled energy. A little less than 
ten minutes brought them te the other side of the 
bay and Kirk got quickly from his place in the bow 
of the canoe and ran up the narrow path leading 
into Paxton’s camp. ' 


When he had gone a few yards he turned to.' 
; Tuck who was hurrying to overtake him.' “Stay 
in the canoe. Tuck, and be ready when I bring him 
down," he advised. 


When Tuck protested, Kirk|l 

get worried," he chuckled. „_„ 

start anything I can’t finish. Jrust^'wait for ihe./’ 
' tmhed and" strode off towards i 


: hiughed “Don't 
‘ i’l^bt going to 









THE LOBSTICK TRAIL 


213 


that stood among the trees some distance from the 
shorel When he came to the first cabin he recog¬ 
nized it as one of the bunkhouses. Looking about 
him in the darkness he could see the lighted win¬ 
dows of the other cabins and for a moment he 
stood trying to work out for himself the. ground 
plan of the camp. Only a few yards away stood 
three cabins apart from the others, two of them^ 
without any light, the third with, a bright light 
the window. Instinct prompted him to go jind 
take a closer look at-the. cabin with the bright 
light. Something convinced him' that Paxton w?is 
there. 

Quietly he approached the window and glanced 
within. Seated at a table, his face turned towards 
the window through which Kirk was loo^g, Pax¬ 
ton ^at, his -mind evidently intent upon, some 
papers he had spread out before' him.-. Had he i 
looked Up at that moment he ^would haye seen 
Bark’s face in the bright light from the lamp that 
stood-on the table. Beside him, leamng oyer, his 
shoulder was a thin, well-dressed man whom Blirk 
knew as thu youth PaxtoU had brought in from 
' W^iimipeg to lodk after his ofSce and stores; Ho - 
one else was in the cabm. - 

In a moment Bark was at the door. Lifting the 
latch quickly he tirew tSe door open and jumping 
inside closed the door after hini. With his back 
to the door he looked at. Paxton who.-had leaped 
from his chair at the sudden interruption and was 
hOW^on his feet, startled and white, looking. 
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“What do you mean by this outrage T” Paxton 
asked in a voice that was anything but even. 

‘ “I want you, Warren Paxton,” Kirk announced 
directly, ‘ ‘ and I want you without anything rough. 
Put on your hat and coat.and come with me.” 

“What’s the game, young fellowf” he asked, 
-strug^m^o regain control of his nerves. 

“Ther^ no,game at all, except the one you’re 
playing,” Kirk relied, ‘^ahd I’m going to make 
you play it through. Get in|p, your hat and coat— 
you’re going to visit my camjp and talk to my 
, men. ” ' 


“Not if I know it I’ ’ Paxton retorted; “Now 
you get out I ” ' 

Are you going to come or—” 

“Get out!” , 

“You’re wasting time, Paxton,’’Kirk reminded 
him. _ • 

For reply Paxton turned and leaned above the 
table, putting, his hand out at the same time to¬ 
wards a leather holster that hung on a belt from 
a nail in the wall. With a leap Kirk was beside 
him. Seizing him round the neck, he drew his arm 
up so that Paxton’s throat was in the crook of his 
elbow. At the same moment helseizfed the, clerk 
with his Other hand; ■ 

“Not a word from either of you, now,” he 

warned. ! ^ -. 

He knew hehad nothii^ to fear from Ihe youth-* 
ful clerk who had^heen.;p.racticaUy helpless from / 
the first shock of his sudden entrance; Had Pax-,; 
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ton attempted to call for help a little ti^tening of 
the arm about his neck wonld have sufficed. 

“Now we’ll, go—'but, quietly, and nothing 
rough,” Kirk said in a low voice. “You don’t 
really need your coat—^it’s warm and you won’t 
belong.” I 

He , stooped and blew out the light and then the 
three moved'awkwardly towards the door. When 
they had g^t outside Erk„ paused a moment and 
peered about him inithe, darkness. There was no 
one in sight. released his hold upon the two 


If either of you makes a false move or 
he warned, “wellT—don’t do it! Come 


With his hands gripping the collars of the twi^o 
men he faced them towards the lake and urged 
theih forward. Tuck was waiting in the stem of 
the canoe when they came to the water’s/^dgeV 
Silently Kirk directed Paxton to his pla^in the 
middle of the canoe and then spoke to thjs clerk.' 

“We’d take you along too if there was room,” 
he said, “just wait here till we get away and then 
you can go on back.” „—^ 

He put one foot into the canoe and, pushed off 
with thie other. As he settled himself and - took 


hi,s paddle, Pa^on protested. “Do you think I’m 
gojin^ to submit to this T ” he asked angrily. „ 
Kirk~paid no attention^o the,question!,’ “If he 
maj^ a false move. Tuck,’’ he said without look- 
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ing around, “chuck him over. We’ll swim for it. . 
Now, dig in!” 

“This is a damned outrage!” Paxton muttered, 
but Kirk and Tuck were fairly lifting the canoe 
out of the water. 

They found the men waiting for them on the. 
shore when they landed and Kirk lost no time ih . 
getting Paxton from the canoe and, with the men 
following close behind, hurrying him off td the . 
large bunkhouse where only a few minutes before 
he had been in conferencawith the malcontents of 
his gang. Others of the camp hands had gathered 
during Kirk’s absence so that when they had 
crowded through the doorway there was hot a 
square foot of space left eitjher in the bunks or in . 
the aisle between. 

. Helpless to resist, Paxton accepted the ihevit- 
gible and although his manner was anything but 
gracious he made no real-attempt to retard, the 
carrying out of the plans that Kirk had laid.i Kirk 
led the way to tke farther end of the cabin and 
getting up on, a bench that stood close to the wall, , 
reached down and helped Paxton to get up along- ,, 
side him. Then he waited while the noise sub- 
sided.\ : - , ' - ' 


• “Here,” Bark said at last, \‘is the man whehas 
been causing all the trouble in campl I’ve brought 
him over to clear th,d air. Let’s hurry it alohg-^ 
there’ll be more to do in a little while when they Ve 
had. time-over there to. hear about the kid- 
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Eirk’s questions'followed one another/in quick 
order and P^tof^ anxious to get out^f hiS- erii- 
barrassing position as quickly as ua^ible gave his 
replies Wth a directness and a>despatch that sur¬ 
prised Kirk. . He admitted/lus responsibility for 
the reports tiiat had be^n^oing the rounds to the 
effect that Henry jhde was'practically insolvent 
and would be'wrpCfced financially before another 
, two. months. yS^der pressure he even declared 
that 'Henry^yne and he were competitors in a 
field yfpiiTQ anything was regarded as fair that 
woT^tia for the other’s undoing, s,p long as it was 
not outside the law. Then his ill-temper got the 
'better of him. ' 

“But this kind of thing is outside the law,” he . 
stormed, turning to Erk. “It is rank interfer¬ 
ence with a man’s personal rights, and I'm going 
to make you pay for.i|. It’s an outrage of the 
worst—” , , ' - 

But Bark, had heard aU he wished to hear. 
“Let’s get out,” he said stepping down from-the 
bench and pulling Paxton after him. 

Paxton’s protests, suffered a rude interruption 
and Bark hurried him throngkihs^cjowd and out 
of tha'cabin. Outside he -found "Tuck Eoberts 
v^aiting fo]^him and bei^b him old man Dags who 
had just c^me up from one of the shafts where he 
had been at work since early evening. 

“Let'^^ve hun another wattin’, Eirk,” he 
.said as M.saw the two, emerge from the. cabm. 

^rk hurried down the slope toj.'t^e lake and in 


another minute they were on theij^tway back again , 
to Paxton’s camp. Thattke>t^k woid have lost 
no time in spreading the news of what had hap¬ 
pened, Kirk had no doubt. . He knew, moreover, 
that'Koche would probably act quickly. But Kirk 
had carried, off the whole affair, without a mo- 
nient’s' interruption hnd Paxton had played 1^ ' 
part with such little hesitation that Boche would 
-have had barely enough time to get away befoVe 
Kirk was on his way back. Just now excited 
voices came from tfie- shore ahead, and the rattle 
of paddles being thrown into canoes. Kirk li^; 
tened,-without speaking, to the light scraping of 
a canoe on .the ground and the soft swish as it 
took the water. Some of Paxton’s men, Phil 
Boche among them probably, were on* their way 
across the bay.' " 

' The prospect -of a %ht on the water with the 
darkness making - succ^s depend largely upon 
ehance,:did not appeal to Kirk, particularly since 
Paxton’s men were in alh probability brih^g 
three or four canoes, ^ad it been man for man 
he would have relished the. experience ^for the 
sheer novelty of k."; But with the odds.so over- 
whehmngly a^iiisij liini-he decided to" curb somie- 
what the spirit of recklessness that.had prompted 
his actions daring the past couple of hours and 
proceed with more caution. . , 

■ ‘ More to the right, Tuck, ” he directed. ‘ ‘ Give 
them room, to pass. We dop?t wapt to" mix ij; 
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Tuct sent the canoe off to the side ont of line of 
the approaching "canoes. For a minute or more, 
they paddled very cfuietly and listened. 'There 
were at least three canoes. Gradually they be- 
<Came visible, three darker shadows emerging from 
the pale shadpw of sky and water. The men were 
talking^pd plying their paddles busily. When 
thfey were abreast of the leading canoe, Kirk de¬ 
tected Phil-Eoche-s voice. Paxtoh'l&arddt at the 
saine moment and cleaned his throat as if prepar¬ 
ing to call. ' f" . 

Kirk .turned quickly. “You wouldn’tbe so fool¬ 
ish as that,” he said very quietly. “The water’s 
cold and besides — you’d never'nlake it from 
here.”v I ‘ 

They stopped paddling until the three canoes 
were behind them.on theiif left, then they put,their • 
paddles into the water again and headed directly 
for the landing. As they approached the shore 
they heard the voices of feen at the edge of- the 
water. With three canoes filled with men behind 
them and Mlf Paxton’s-gang on the shore ahead 
of t%m, Kirk realized sj^ddenly the disadvantage 
of his- position. Paxton, apparently, was as alert 
to the change in adWntage \as he. With only a 
few yards’ to go he got dpon his knees in the 
canoe and "shouted. _ 

“Hey, you! Phil I Help, here!” • 

•Jprk Iffted his paddle out of the watejp-afia 
jRwung it round threateningly .but he, was too late. 
Already the men onjthe shore had cangfit sight oi 

. 
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the approaching canoe and recognized Paxton’s 
voice.Inuneffiately they set np a shontihg ^hat 
,conld have been heard to the farthest point onj the 
lahe. firk knew that in a few nE^ntes the three 
canons would be back agfdu and escape would be 
impossible. To throw Paxtbn into the water and 
let him make shore as best he could would have 
been the most gratifying way out of the difficulty. 
They could then have put off ipiffie darkifess and 
trusted to their paddles. But Paxton’s bulk and. 
^the 'unstability of a; canoe made- sucffi a course 
practically impossible. Moreover, Paxton would 
put up a strenuous fight and make any such solu- 
-tion at least difficult. It was, above all, important 
• that they should not lose the use of their canoe if 
they were,, to get safely out of the situation. 
Ahead of them, a crowd of miners made tiie prob¬ 
lem of .kjnding Paxton an extremely difficult one 
to solve _;wdth any Iwpe pf getting away again 
safely. And yet, it was the only c ourse le ft ppen. 

With a word to Tu^ Kirk reached out with hi^s • 
paddle and the canoe leaped Ibnrordl Paxton 
continued giving commands to the mien'on ihe', 
shore, but Bark gave them no heed. Wha,t he had 
to do now could be accomplished only by giving' 
it his who^ attention. Acting on suggestions 
from Paxton, "a half dozen of his men came close 
to the water’s edge to receive the canoe as it ap-' 
preached, t^ithih a few feet of the shore Kirk 
spoke to Wck ' . • ^ 

‘^Driveherl” 
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He put all the strength he had into one stroke of 
his own pad^e then jumping to his feet he swung , 
his paddle about his head. 

' “Get baek, get back, or I’ll knock your brains 
out! ” he cried and brought the heavy birch paddle 
round in front of him. 

The mfeli,/taken by Surprise, fell bhck in a 4alf 
- circle before Bark’s furidus sweeps and kept at a r 
safe distance while Tnck shoved;.the point of the' 

. canoe into the shpre.Jn.Paxton’s urging had little 
visible effect. Only, one was reckless enough to 
.attempt 'to ."^t under ffie paddle and rush in. As 
'hbt^u^pd 'CosrSirds the bow of the canoe,‘^^rk 
put ^ fpot ou,t and se^t him sprawling upon the 
ground. i ■ .. ." ,. ■ ' 

• In ih^meam^e Tuck had forced Paxton over 
the side^of th^canoe^ and with the use of his o-wn’ 
paddle had sent him wading to,the sho’jre.,' 

. ‘5‘.^1 right/, Tuck cried, and Hirk'putjthe poinjt.' 
of^lu^" paddle against the shore and pushed off: , 
ffieyjamed the canoe about in the water'^Md r 
headed^back towards the camp, Kirk and Tuck 
heard tj^e*voices of Phil Eo'che and his men com¬ 
ing back. ? They had bad .time to cross the bay and 
come ^ck again. They had probabl'y ^one all the 
way over before the summons shouted/by Phxtou 
and the meii bn shore reached them., From the. 

, sound of their voices Klirk judged/that they had"/ 
j , covered half the distance in return; by the time he / 
and Ihick had landed Paxton, and, were ready to 
put bncht ‘ , • ' 
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Taking a course to the left'they had paddled 
along parallel to the shore for a hundred yards or 
so in the hope that they might give Roche and his 
men the slip. But Paxton was -watching their 
movements from the shore and although the water 
was dark, Bark and Tuck were, not far enough out 
to take full advantage of the covef the night ,af-, 
forded. Realizing what they-were trying to 
Paxton began to shout new directions to Ro^e. 
Only a few mmutes more, fcirk kh'ew, and the 
three canoes would be closingl’in on them. The 
only possible escape lay in striking out boldly 
away from the shore Tmtil they shotild get beyond 
Paxton’s sight. Once they were free from his in¬ 
terference they could trust to. a chance opening 
and break through. If no such opening offered 
itself they could at least do their best to force 
Roche aifd his men to come at them one at a time. 

A half dozen quick strokes brought theip out of 
Paxton’s sight. They knew that from the changed 
tone of Paxton’s instructions. But almost at the 
same instant as they gained this advantage. Bark, 
from his position in the bow of the canoe, saw the 
three dark shapes on the water directly ahead of 
him. They were spread out in a manner that 
made it practically impossible to get roimd one 
end of the line. Confident that they had not been 
’'observed as yet, they ceased paddling and watched 
the movements of the other canoes. They were 
coming down directly on top of them as if led by 
§ 9^6 mstinct; ip tb? darkpeig, 
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“To the left,” Kirk whispered, “and straight 
'at'eml” ' ^ ” 

A shout,^rose from the other'canoes at the first 
di^ of thmr paddles. They were ^discovered and 
would have to fight it out. V 

Following Kdrk’s directions precisely,. Tuck 
- kept the clinoe pointed straight towards the dark 
shadow at the extreme left, glancing cautiously 
from time to time at the movements of the one in 
the centre and the one on the right. They had 
already gained some advMtage as a result of 
their greater speed and the decisiveness with 
which they had moved. So long as they were able 
. to force the fight the others would have to take 
their positions accordingly. Instead of faUihg back 
to give their companions an opportunity of coming 
around into position to assist, the canoe towards 
which they were hurrying moved farther away 
from the centre_and widened the gap. For a mo- 
ment it appeared to Kirk as if the opening would 
become large enough to give them a chance to 
break through. But just as he thought of chang¬ 
ing his tactics the'centre canoe closed in suddenly 
and the voice of Phil Eoche cursed the men in,the 
other canoe and ordered them back. 

But the men in the canoe on the left, saw w hat 
neither Kirk"nbFPEii Boche for the moment saw. 
Behind them and only a few yards away another 
canoe was coming out of the darkness. Just as 
Eoche swore a second time, Kirk saw the canoe 
with two men in it creeping up gradually into the 
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gap. His first“thoiight wa§ that this was a fourth 
canoe with Paxton’s men in it,.but Roche’s ex¬ 
clamation corrected that imprestei^, Kirk’s next 
guess was corri^t—old Dags was m the stem of 
the canoe wii^ one of the camp hands.in the how. 

"Go on—straight ahead!” Kirk cried to Tuck 
and the two canoes bore down upon the men on the 
left with Roche’s canoe following some thirty or 

forty yards behind; .- 

/Realizing the difficulty of their position with a 
cknoe attacking them on ^ach flank and Roche’s 
Assistance too far off to he of any immediate value, 
the men iirthe-canoe towards which Kirk was rac¬ 
ing chose a cpur^e^fifaightnwa^rom the others 
and began paddling furiously3o5scaite-the_^A’^- 
But Kirk and Dags had gained their fu^ speed 
before they had decided upon their c’qjorse of ac¬ 
tion. Within a half. dozen yards of the man 
stem of the canoe Kirk'sent his paddle down 
for five or sA quick strokes that brought him 
witiun>each. There was really no fight to it at 
all.'^At the‘first push from ffirk’s paddle the 
men sprawled over the side of their canoe, their 
only thought being to extreiate their legs as 
quickly as possibl^^fromi beneath the thwarts' of 
the canoe ani^take to the water ydth; their limbs 
unhampered.''^ .. , •' ^ 

Kirk paused long enou^ to mafce'8ure1Hatrbo&-'' 
men could swim anddhen turned to face Roche’s 
canoe., Dags and his companion made the turn at 
the saine moment and their cianoes came close 
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enough for them to distinguish each other quite 
clearly in the darlmess. -At the sight of the Iwo 
canoes facing him and ready for action, Bdche 
brought his own canoe to a standstill suddenly 
and waited for the.canoe from behind to come up. 

The foui' canoes moved cautiously across the gap 
that separated them. Kirk and Dags moved apart ’ 
slowly and their opponents followed their example. 
There was going to; be nothing reckless in this 
fight. Foot by foot they crept closer, the man in 
the stem of each canoe doing all the paddling, 
the men in^ front waiting iwth their paddles ready. 

Dags and his oppo^itis engaged first, but Boche 
was so closemow that Kirk gave the old fellow no 
attention Behind Boche sat Joe Bedard whose \ 
wizardry as a canoema!n Kirk Md Tuck both knew 
only tqujwell. Kirk and Boche knelt close to the 
bows witii their paddle-gripped i n bo th hands and 
, resting across the gunwales. The canoes Ivefe^Uf 
the same size and inatched well for shape. When i 
jtlfe points of the canoes were not more than three 
feet apart, Boche reached forward and swung his 
paddle, foi; Kirk’s head. Blirk warded the blow . 
withhis owpaddle and dropping the blade quidk-* 
ly, shot it forward towards the hose of B^e’s ? 

canoe. At the same moment ^ye his paddle 
a vigorous dip and Kirk brhced hinaseljrf6r“the 
shove. But Bpche’s paddle shmng back and down 
and Krk’s'hlow glanced alon^ the side of the 
canoe., The action ;had sent both canoes several 
feet apart and when Blirk and Boche had re- 
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covere4i themselves sufficiently, to m^e another 
attempt the^^ craft Jay side by side sp far away 
from each other th^t. for the next feW moments 
the fight was between Tuck and Joe Bedard for 
position. \ 

' Once again they canie together cautiously and 
with an aif of. determination to end \the fight. 
This time the points slipped past eacni othej so 
closely that the sides of the two^ca^es rubbed. 
TuQk and Bedard put all the powef'^thpir arms 
an^ shoulders, into keeping the two'^canoes to¬ 
gether while Kirjk and Boehe rose up m their 
places. The first exchanges' of blows with the 
paddles were parried and reulizing that th^ were 
too close now to use their paddles^ the tw|p men 
lurclied over the sides of the canoes, seized each 
other and clung together i^a fierce druggie to 
drag each other into the water. ’■ 
With' footing so uncertain the fight could not 
continue for any great length o£ time. Tt might 
h^ve gone on for minutes, however, for the men 
were locked so firmly in each dtherf^amaB that the 
- canoes' were bound together'as if they nad'been 
roped. But Tuck reached wide wd .(frew his 
paddle straight towards him^ frCm the side'. The 
. bow swun^'out and drove the Sharp nose into the 
side of the other canoe. -Flipping his paddle 
miickly to the other side he drove the canoe 'for¬ 
ward with all his stren^h. ' The df^ct wal, nCt 
j^re.at.nor whs it iinmediate, but ih w|j 5 ‘'feufficientV 
Eealizing v^hat Tuck was doing Kirk struggled to\ 
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free himself from Roche’s grip. Then lurching 
forward suddenly he threw his whole weight high 
up against Roche’s shoulders. The hold A^as 
broken, the balance lost and Roche, his hands 
sprawling before him went ov6r-^wi^-.the canoe 
into^the water. Tuck gave his paddle a iew back¬ 
ward strokes and withdrew out of rea^h of the 
plungiug figures in the water. /. _ 

L^g back in the darkness was the canoe with 
Dags apdhis companion. Ajrow-boat.was,already; 
in sight coming to the rescue of.Paxton’s men. 

“Let’s go,’’ said !^k, and the two canoes shot 
away in the darkness together leaving Roche and 
hah'companions clingiag'^'th^ir canoes. 

’For the next few minutes "whUe they paddled 
to camp they reviewed the events of the evening 
apd laughed heartily over the outcoine. 

Standing on the shore Ruth Maekay awaited 
tiieir_ return and Kirk felt Ms heart sink as he 
realized the meaning of her late visit to the camp. 
"When the canoe had touched the shore he looked | 
up at her without moving and waited for her to 
speak. ' i 

‘ ‘ JoJto Allen is dead. ’ ’ she announced simply. * 

• AS|id Kirk who had never taowihMs own father 
felt something of tl^e pangs pf grief he might have 
felt had h<^been the son of 6id.^^L^^en. 
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J ULE ALLEN stood in the doorway of her } 
cabin and looked out at the early morning. 

It was August and the freshrgteen of the out- 
of-doors shone in the fufl glory of sunlight She 
loved' those summer mornings. They were hers. ' 
SoEQetimes Euth Mackay came to stay,the night 
mth her and then they went together to bathe 
in the creek in a little hidden place 'below the falls 
and romped until noon in the woods or dreamed 
lazily on the fbcks beside the creek. But her 
mornings were seldom shared even with Euth, 
and no one els^. ever came, to the cabin so early in 
the day. .. 

She was up even earlier than usual this morn¬ 
ing. Some stirring in her veins inade her long to 
be out, to be abroad in her world aUd to drink in 
the glory of it; With k word tp the Indian woman 
who hadbeen her sole-companion in the cabin since 
the death of old John AUen, she left the.cabin 
and-calling Snap to her, raced off along 
to'the top of the rock. Face downwards -she lay 
in the full fl[(^od of thejrmjligihtiBnd ga^ed long at ,' 
the swirling water breaking gainst the rocks be¬ 
low. A little pathway dropped dowh from above 
; by slow degrees to- the level of the water beneath 
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" the falls and r4n into the hidden corner that held / 
the little eddying pool in which she took her mom- / 
ing plnnge. Back a littfe way from the rock’s/ 
head, qui^t nnder the soft shadows of the treesw — 
that leaned above it was the sacred spot whefh 
they had laid, her fattier. Above ij;^ like a great 
dark sentin^ above the falls, stood a lobsti^ that 
, had-bpeH^rimmed by John Mackay to m&rk the' 
plack Jnie had ^bwn to look nppn the spot now 
without much sadness. It made her wistful some¬ 
times when she thought of the hopes that lay 
buried there. But she thought with pride of her 
father’s faith in her. 

One thing only disturbed her as she lay (and 
looked .at the. water tumbling beneath her. !Bver 
since those dark days in Jxme when her father had 
lingered and gone, Phil Boche had been a frequent , 
visitor in the evenings. . Often he had come when 
Euth was there, and^ sometimes Joe Bedard came 
too: Often, too, whether by design or accident 
she never knew* Bedard and Buth went:off to-, 
gether and she found herself alone with Phil 
Bdche. She-didn’t like the idea of Euth’s being 
thrown into, the company of. Joe. Bedard. Once ' 
she m entioned it but EuttPs black eyes defepened 
and Jhl^was renunded again of the mixed blood 
that flowed ia her veins. Her feeling for Phil 
Eoche, however, caused her much uneasiness. Was 
she foolish to close her heart to the appeak of a /,. 
manwho, after all, had much that youth in her 
admired? He was strong, he wa$ clean and he/ , 
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had acted fairly. Not once had he referred to the 
affair of the previous summer, or showed any hint 
of his dislike for what she had done. And yet, 
something was wanting, something too subtle for 
her power of analysis to discern. Sometimes she 
had felt that something when she saw Kirk Bran- 
der going about among hisP-men at the Micmac. 
But he was of the outside, he was for Marion 
Curtis and the diffiqult /ways of that other world 
that she did not know. . 

Slowly she, crawled forward and allowed her 
body to slip over the edge of the rock. Laughing 
at Snap who stood whining above her she let her-, 
self down to a lower ledge. When Snap turned 
and, raced lip the shore to where the pathway 
started down towards the pool, she scrambled 
quickly from one n^row ledge to* another down 
the face of the rock in a mad race; to reach the 
bottom ahead of Snap. Her pulse botmded with 
excitement as she heard the dog’s bark and she 
became almost reckleSs in her haste. Fotu: feet. 
from the pathway that skirted-the water’s edge 
she leaped down just as Snap broke round a jut¬ 
ting ledge of rock and the two raced along to¬ 
gether to the pool. “ , 

Five minutes later she plunged into the, eddy 
and struggled gloriou^iyA^instlhe'Bwifliiig cur¬ 
rent. Oh the rock from which she bad taken her 
plunge, Snap lay stretched out, his front paws al-, 
mbst touching the water. F^teeh minutes of 
plunging and laughing an4 she was out again on 
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the rock beside Snap, shaking her hair free in the 
nforn:ng air. . • 

When she reached the upper end of the pathway- 
on her way back to the cabin she stopped sudden¬ 
ly. Stwiding in the doorway of the cabin was Kirk 
Brander, waiting, e-ndently, for her return.'cShe 
gathered her haij;' together in her two hands and 
shook it free "again in the warm sunlight. Then 
walking slowly towards the cabin she twisted her 
hair slowly into a knot at the back of her neck 
where she held it with one. hand as, she came to 
the doorway. / 

There was somethiug'shy, almost self-conscious 
in her manner that Kirk could not help detect at 
once. He looked at her and smiled. . 

“I like it better the way it was,” he s^d glan¬ 
cing at her hair. , 

There was no suggestion of familiarity jn his 
voice or manlier. He was simply expressing an 
opinion, quietly and almost without knowing what 
he did, and i^^de. was fair from feeling any:, 
pleasure at his wprds. A mischievous imptilse 
seized her suddenly and she took her han^ from 
th|^ knot ahdjet her hair fall in a riotbus shower 
about her shotdders. At the same moment her 


self-consciousness vanished and she laughe^ as 
she stood before him and looked up at his bronzed 
face and his quiet eyes ^b-vra suddenly serious.- , 
, “I thought you were much too busy tpjvisit your 


ineighborsj” she/said without realiz^ the fqll 
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JiDnfm^^he ^ay—yes, ’ ’ Kirk -replied; ‘ ‘ In the 
evenings when I have time, !ny neighborsJiaven’t 
hny.'-’ —T' 

She knew he had Phfl Eoche in mind as he spoke 
and wondered vaguely whether he was serious qt 
bantering.. Wken she looked at him, hdwever, his 
face was very serious. She felt herself prompted 
to make a mischievous reply." * 

“ Yqu-prefer-to do your fighting on water rather 
than on land,” she suggested. ^ 

. ■ Kirk’s face brightened and he laughed in spite 
of himself. 

“I don’t mind the fitting,” he admitted. “I 
. rather like it, in fact, but I like tp thinfc there’s 
some chance of winning.” 

.She walked past him and went into, the cabin 
and Kirk followed her in. He sat down on a small 
bench beside the door^while Jule sat in to the table 
where Jier breakfast awaited her. 

“I’m going to eat my breakfast,” she said, “I’m 
as hungry as a wolf.” 

“Go ahead,” Kirk replied, “t have only a 
minute to stay "anyhow. I had a lettw from my 
uncle in last night’s mail and he'and Marion Cur¬ 
tis are comirfjj to the Micmac for a few days. I 
really came dvei to find out if \you could put her 
up here for her stay. . We can look after Henry 
Tyne all right but we have no accommodation for 
a lady.” , ' 

Jnle called to hpr Indian womap and told her 
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the news. The' only response was a; smile that 
spread over her face and a gmnted, “HuhI” 
“Tell her we’U be pleased to have her come and 
stay with us as long as she wishes to,” Jtile said 
by "Vfay of interpreting her housekeeper’s res¬ 
ponse. ‘ - 

“That'll be fine,” BZirk replied getting up and 
moving to go. “.We’ll naake your losses good— 
pay you for broken dishes and so oh.” L 
Jule smiled. “This will be my chahpe to replace 
some cracked cups an^ , a chipped saucer or two 
that I have had for weeks,” she said. 

“ Yhuf list will be checked.'oveir very Carefully,” 
Ke reminded her as he stepped to the doorway. 
“But I must be get^g back.” 

“Perhaps we’Ui’see you occasionally when our 
city visitor comes,” Jule remarked pointedly, get¬ 
ting up and going to the. door. ‘ 

There was something in Blirk Branded that al¬ 
most angered her. 'Even when he was joking he 
seemed, casual and disinterested. When he spoke 
of his work it was as if he had no other care in the 
world. Instinctively she knew that she could not 
be casual in her regard for him and it vexed her. 

“The city visitor win not be permitted to inter- • 
fere wdth my .work any more than my—my coun¬ 
try neighbors,” he retorted. 

“It must he wonderfid to have work of that 
kindi” she smiled. . ' ^ 

Jule knew that she was actipg the part of a 
young coquettp and yet it pleased her more than 
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anything that had ever occurred between her and 
^ this strange mixture of seriousness and good 
humor that she had come to toow as Bark 
‘‘Grander, But if coquetry was pissing to her it 
seemed out of place to Kirk. He paid no heed to 
the little thrust in her last remark.- The smile 
passed from his douitenance and he turned to face 
her squarely. 

“Jule Allen,” he sai^ slowly and in a voice from 
‘ which hll the pleasantry had gone, “I’d like to 
come here sometime,. . I ’d like to see you and talk 
to you. It isn’t my work that keeps me a^y. 
Andut' isn’t our—our city visitor. And it isn’t 
Phil Roche.” 

She stood in the doorway looking at him and 
^ waiting. Though he paused'^she did not speak. 
She felt sure she knew what was in his mind, had 
been in his mind, in fact, ever since the day they 
. had met on the hillside. - 

“i^d I’m not stubborn,” he put in suddenly 
as if he had forgotten to include it, in his last 
speech. 

“I half believe you are,” Jule replied. She suc- 
„_-oeeded in playing the part she had set out to play 
- but in her heart a vague feeling of resentment'was 
rising. 

Kirk looked from her to the dog.that lay'a few 
feet away in the shade of the cabin walk “I had 
a friend once, Jule Allen,?’ he'said boldl^^; “the 
first real friend I ever had ill this countr^and 
the best friend I ever had anywhere, That, dog 
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was his dog,” he said, pointing to Snap. “Soifle . 
day, when I have found out where you got him , 
I’ll tell you what happened to my friend. I know 
you don’t know anything about it. Once I asked 
you a question about that dog. Perhaps I should- 
n’t have asked it. I’m not quite sure even yet. 
But you refused to answer. Well—^I’m going to 
find out if it takes five years.” 

Jule’s eyes had lost all their witchery. In its 
place were the dark fires mingled of^^ide and 
anger. 

‘ ^ And you ’ll never find it out from me—^never 1 ” " 
she retorted angrily. 

“Just no,w I can’t feel easy coming over here,” 
Kirk continued. - “When I’ve got that all cleared 
up, Jule Allen— 

She interrupted him quickly. “I’ll you to 
^yaway.” 

“I’ll come ^nyhow,” Bark replied and bis good- 
humored smile was returning. 

“ Then I ’ll order you off the property. ” > . 

Kirk’s lau^h f>laced hOr at a most uncomfort¬ 
able disadvantage,; ?‘Then I’ll buy the property,” 
he boasted. ' rf ^ 

“You’ll not!” sbe flashed, and turned back intoTi. 
the cabin. , % 

“Well,” Kirk commented, “we certaiijly seem 
to hit it off well together whenever we do meet.” 

But the door of the cabin closed on his words 
and he was left alone. For a moment he stood 


236 THE LOBSTICK TRAIL 

snuling to himself and then turned back towards 
the camp. 

When she was quite sure that Kirk had. left, 
Jule opened the door of her cabin again, and let 
the sunshine stream in. Before going back to the 
table she stepped outside and glanced furtively in 
the direction of the trail leading to the Micmac. 
There was no sign of Kirk as far as she could see. 
When she turned back again into the cabin she 
felt like laughing to herself. 

She probably would have done so hfid not a 
sharp bark from Snap warned her that someone 
was coming. Half expecting that EZirk Brander 
had returned she checked her desire to laugh and 
assumed as best she. could an air of haughty in¬ 
difference as she went to the door. Coming down 
the trail' from a Ijiitle way up the creek were 
Warren Paxton and Phil Roche. Somehow she 
resented their coming just then. "Paxton she 
heartily disliked, As for PhU Roche—she just 
didn’t want to see him. She turned from the door¬ 
way and going back again into the cabin, sat 
down at the table. 'She had all the appearance 
of being very much pfeoccupied when the shadows 
of the two men darkened the doorway. ^' 

She looked up and received Paxton’s smile. 

, “.I hope we are not interrupting—so early in 
the day, ’ ’ he apologized. 

Phil Roche remained in the background and al-. 
lowed Paxton to enter as he spoke. Jule got' up 
jind stood beside c^r. ,. 
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,“IVe just finislied my breakfast,” she ex¬ 
claimed. “But it’s all right. You aren’t the first 
caller 1,’ve had this moming.” 

“So?” Paxton raised his eyebrows question- 
ingly. “ We thought we would haVe the honor of 
being first on the ground. But sit down, Miss 
A^en, and go on with your breakfast. Our call is 
very informal—purely business-^and needn’t dis¬ 
turb you in the least.” 

,Jule resumed her seat and continued eating. 
Paxton chose the small bench on which Bark had 
been sitting only a few minutes before, and sat 
down wdth his hat in his hand. Phil Eoche stood 
a moment in the- doorway and then, entering • 
slowly, sauntered to a seat near Paxton. 

“You -won’t mind if I talk business while you 
eat your breakfast, Miss Allen?” Paxton began. 

“Not at all,” Jule replied rather shortly. There 
was something so unpleasant in the prospect of 
hearing Paxton talk business that she could not 
help her abrupt manner. She had heard him talk 
business before, had seen him sit in much the same 
attitude befor^^dier father, and hdd seen her fath¬ 
er’s face grow hard as he listened to Paxton’s 
talk. 

“I have just had word that Henry Tyne is on 
his way here—^will arrive in the next day or so, in 
fact,” Paxton informed her. “I’ve come over to 
strike a little bargain -with you. Marion Curtis 
•will be ■withjbun and together they are going to 
make another bid for your claims here. I don’t 
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think there’s any doubt of that. I happen to know 
pretiy well the position Henry Tyne and his as¬ 
sociates are facing at the present time. The Mic- 
mac isn’t showing up as they hoped it would. 
Henry Tyne is going to stake everything on this 
one throw—he won’t live long enough to play an¬ 
other game of this size. If he gets hold of the 
White Squaw claims it will help. -He’s bringing 
a couple of men with him to make an exhaustive, 
perhaps a final, report on the .showings in the Mic- 
mac. We happep to’know pretty well now what 
they will repoijt. The last month has shown 
pretty well where the high grade stuff is going to 
be found.” 

Jtde moved a little impatiently. “Perhaps if 
you would just tell me-” she' begam 

“Certainly,” Paxton submitted apologetically. 
“Well, this is my proposition. Tyne and I are m 
this field because we hope to ml^ money out of it. 
It’s a business proposition, Miss Allen, and com- 
• p^ition is pretty keen these days. He wants this 
^roperty—so do I. He can’t make a bid that I’m 
not prepared to matbh. But he may come to you 
with inducements that I don’t know anything 
about. Contrary to iny intentions or wishes in 
the matter, your father and I had differences. 
■That was unfortunate and I have always regretted 
it. I regret even more that you should have fallen 
.heir, to his resentment for I assure you I harbor 
|nothing of the kind. Now, then —I have had cer- 
ytain plans pi mind for developing water-power on 
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the creek. I did not realize at the time that yon 
, had a—a kind of sentiment for the falls that inade 
my plans extremely objectionable to yon. Here’s 
my proposition, Miss Allen. I realize you Tvill not' 
talk business to me concerning the White Squaw 
claims. All right. I come now, not to.,ask any¬ 
thing. I want to make you an offer. I shall re¬ 
spect your sentiment for the falls in the creek. 
It may be a little hard to understand but I don’t 
ask yon to understand it. I simply.'respect it. 
Out of consideration for that sentiment I will 
leave the falls just as they are as long as you re¬ 
fuse to sell to Henry Tyne. Now, I’ve gone a long 
way round to give you my offer. 'But yon have it. 
It’^§ simple enough, surely. What is your answer?” 

Jnle had finished her breakfast while Paxton 
was speaking. When he ceased she got up from 
the table and walked thoughtfully to the open' 
doorway and stood in the sunshine. She made a 
beautiful picture there with her hair loose about 
her shoulders and the sun flooding it with gold. 
Paxton waited for her to answer his ques^on. 

WT^en she finally spoke she continued to look out 
of doots, but her words came slowly a^\4®jry de¬ 
liberately. “When I refuse to sell the White 
Squaw, Mr. Paxton,” she said, “it will not be 
because yon have it in yopr power to take away 
the beauty from the place that has been mine for 
the best part of my life. The first man who lays 
a hand on that—^I believe I’d kill him. K I sell 
the White Squaw it will be because I want to and 
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I’ll choc^e my own buyer, I shall not sell to you— 
and I shall hot sell to Henry Tjme. That much I 
know now. And I shall not change my mind.” 

“You are your fiber’s^d^ghter,” Paxton re¬ 
marked, getting up ri^om/ms seat and preparing 
to leave, “For the '^sent, at any rate, I can 
accept that understanding It is quite agreeable 
tome.” _ \ \ 

Jule stepped out in^rder ro allow Paxton to 
pass. . Phil Boche foll^ed immediately and the 
two men paused for a moment nehr the door. 

“I have to go on down i^nd leave^ message for 
John Mackay,” Paxton saidto EochV “You can 
go on back if you like, or w^ here mitil I come 
back.” \ ' \ 

He bowed to Jule and went omalong ihe path¬ 
way into the woods, Idhvipg Boche alone with 
Jule, They exchanged no y^drd until Paxton was 
out of sight and hearing. Then Boche turned from 
looking after Paxton and faced Jule suddenly. 

“Brander was here this.momi^,” he said 
abruptly. ' 

Jule saw from the expression oirhis fa(ie that 
he was having a struggle to control himself. Her . 
talk with Paxton had left her in a very s jrious 
mood. f , 

“What of it?” she challenged. 

Boche looked at her for some time before- he 
spoke. 

“I’m goin’ to be serious with you, Jule j 
he said at last. 
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Jule turned away impatiently and walked away 
towards the' rock above the falls. Eoche watched 
her from ’before the cabin, his anger Rising as-the 
distance between them grew. He watched Snap 
get np from his place near the doorway and trot 
off to join her. Then with a mattered ejaculation 
he followed and came behind her where she stood 
looking froi^the top of the rock towards tMlake 
shining in the distance. 

“You’re goin’ to listen to me,” he said, sudden¬ 
ly. “You think I care for these things—P^ton 
and the rest of them? I’m here because you’re 
here—^because I want to take you away/with me. 
I’ve waited—an’ I can wait—but I’ve gdt^ ^ow 
you’re goin’to come.” ’ 

There was a note of pleading in his voice that 
almost touched Jxfle’s heart. She turned toihim 
quietly. / 

“But I have told you,” she reminded him, “and 
you know. I can’t help it if—^if I don’t feel as you 
want me to.” 

“But I could make you feel—he began to 
protest. 

“No one could do that,” she replied. 

Eoch^’s manner changed instantly. “Not” he 
retorted. “"We’!! see. You got away last ^upuner 
because I let you go. You won’t do that again. 
I’m goin’ to stay here until we go away together. 
An’ I’m goin’ to teach you to feel the why I want 
you to feel—^teach you before someone else 
starts.” , 
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She mo'^ back from him. “You can’t teach me 
that, Phil%oche,” she said defiantly, “and yon 
know it.” 

When he took a step towards her she spoke a 
word to the dog and seizing him by the collar 
pnlled him towards her and crouched behind Wm. 
The dog showed his teeth and BochC'paused. 

“Come another step,” she threatened, “and 
I’ll let him loose.” 

Boche’s smile was cynical. He stooped a little 
and put out his hand speaking gently to the dog as 
he did so. Snap’s ears dropped suddenly and his 
snarl vanished. Bpche took another step to¬ 
wards them. 

“Snapl” Jule ^ied. 

At once the dog’s teeth bared in a white snarl. 
Again Boche stopped suddenly. 

“Lie down, you fQoll” .he commanded and the 
dog turned its face towards Jule, licking his jaws 
imeasily and "lyhining. 

For the next few minutes Jule and Eoc^e bat¬ 
tled to control the dog’s mood and then, without 
warning; Boche stepped suddenly close and hurled 
the dog to one side, Jule sprang back from hhui 
and stood close to the edge of the rock. 

‘I'Come away from there,” Boche ordered. 

ll^ut Jule, white with anger,, faced him. “Phil 
Boche, ’ ’ she said, ‘ ‘ go away from here. Go away 1 
I’m not afraid of you. I thought you were a man 
—1 hoped you had something ^in you that was 
straight. But I know—^I know hW.” She pointed 
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at Sn^ who was standing at Roche’s legs.. “Yon 
gave me that dog hecanse you couldn’t keep him.' 
You stole him—wouldn’t believe it, hut I know 
it.” ' - 

Roche grinned and looked at her darkly. “So 
Brander’s been talkin’,” he said. “Well, we’U 
fix that.” 

He seized the dog by the collar and lifting hiin, 
from the ground stepped'fbwards the edge of the 
rock. Jule’s scream awoke the savage instincts 
in the dog. With a sudden gathering up of his 
shaggy body and a twistjng of his powerful neck 
he freed hiihself from the grip that held him and 
Ms jaws closed upon Roche’s wrist in a vicious 
snap/; *With oath Roche leaped back and the 
dog dropped_ti| the ground, his angry fangs bared 
and his hair bjustling. > 

Jule stepped close to the dog and crouched again 
behind him, her two hands gripping his collar. 

‘‘Go away froih here,’’ she commanded. “You 
can’t frighten us. Go away, or I’ll let him 
loose!” 

Roche looked at his wounded wrist md laid a 
hand over ii “Sure, I’U go,” he ^id. “I’ll go— 
but I?m cornin’ back, and when I do the dog won’t 
count.” I 

He turned away slowly and took the pathway 
leading along the creek to where the canoe was 
waiting close to the water. , 
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A t noon the next Tyne and 

Marion Curtis arrived. Kirk/s first 
glimpse of his uncle was from the window 
of the sampling room where, with Tuck Roberts, 
he was' crushing samples from a new body of ore 
they had drifted into during the week. Henry 
Tyne, accompanied by the two engineers he had 
brought in with him, was emerging from the woods 
aiong the trail from Ripple Creek. Kirk looked 
at the approaching figures ^sent-mindedly a 
moment, so engrossed was he in the sampling of 
the new ore, and then suddenly awakening, he 
dropped the two pans holding the sample he had 
just divided and ran to the door. From the open 
doorway he looked down the slope towards the 
three approaching figures,; 

“Here they are. Tuck I'’’■die cried and rushing 
out, hurried away to meet his uncle, 

Henry Tyne did not appear to recognize Kirk 
until they had come within a few yards of each 
other. Then suddenly the old man’s face lighted 
up and he almost ran towards Bark with both 
hands outstretched. 

“•Oh, you husky young devil t” Henry Tyne 
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. p^ted under the vigorous reception,hrs prodigal 
ward was giving him.» 

^ ' But Bark could say nothing in reply. After the 
■first words of greeting, he held his uncle’s hands 
'in his and looked at him without speaking. If 
five years in the open had meant the storing up pf 
strength and energy in his young frame, they had 
brought Henry Tyne so close to the end of his 
physicM resources that, Kirk ,pcarcely recognized 
his uncle in the man that stood before him. 

“What have they done to you?” Kirk’s heart 
framed the question a half dozen times as he 
stood looking at his uncle but he hesitated to put 
it into words.- He heard his uncle’s voice intro¬ 
ducing the.two men who had come to look over the 
mine, but he remembered later that the men’s 
voices,.even .the grip of their hands, had mot been 
sufficimit to bring him to himself. He could think 
only of the old m«m whose arm he held as they 
walked together tS the camp and of that other 
mhn, the naan had sat across from him at the 
bre^ast table five years before. 

“Poor pld Unkl” he said aloud as they walked 
slowly up the hill. 

Henry Tyne smiled a little. “I guess they’ve 
mussed me up a bit since you^ saw me last,” he 
conamented. / 

“If I’d known,” Kirk replied, “I’d have gone 
back to you long ago. I’d never have left. ’ ’ 

“You’d huye left, all right; you young hot¬ 
head,” Henry T 3 me protested; “.^d you’d better- 
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leaye out this eleventh hour seeking forgiveness. 
It doesn’t suit you. Besides; anything that would 
make a man of you' is—is worth it. You look like 
a young giant, Kirk, and, God knows you hadn’t 
much to go on. Have you developed any sense 
with all your muscle. ” / 

Kirk laughed. “Too much ever to take an old 
man at his word again, ’ ’ he retorted. “Next time 
you tell me to get out—’ll stick 1 ” 

' “You thought you wer^utting one over on the 
old mjan, didii’t youT”0Benry Tyne chuckled. 
“Well, I" hope you’ve paid for if, you young 
proj3igate.” 

“I have, TJnk,” Kirk confessed and they entered 
Kirk’s cahin together: - 
They found Dags in the cabin drying his hands 
in a fowelas they entered. “This is Dags, link,” 
Blirkcontinued, “my self-appointed guardian.” 

The two men shook hands cordially. ‘ ‘ Heard of 
you from Marion Curtis,’ ’ Henry Tyne said. “ I’ve 
come up to give you a hand with tMs young scrub 
nephew of mine.” ' 

“I wish you’d t^e the job ofE my hands,’’ Dags 
returned. _ - , 

“Settle that after you’ve had something to 
eat,” Eark interrupted. “There goes the gong.” 

* ‘ How ’i^erything in the shafts to-day,:Dags T ’ ’ 
Kirk asked las they, made their way to the cook¬ 
house a few minutes later. ' 

Dags did not reply at once.. Kirk glanced at him 
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and caught the half tr6:abled, half-amused ex¬ 
pression in his face. 

“Not so good, ehT’’ 

“Six men stayed in their bunks this morning,” 
Dags announced, “What did turn out would ’a’ 
been better^^ifthey’d st^^ in bed. When a man-’s 
drunk he'ca^tjdo.,an^Diing, but when he’s got a 
hang^erte^^ good an’ he’s ugly besides. ’ ’ 

“That’s the third time in three weeks,” Bark 
commented. 

“An’ it’s goin’ to happen again,” Dags de- 
dared, “unless we get the man that’s dishin’ the 
stulff but. It sure has some poke to it. For home¬ 
brew it’s got anything -beat I ever saw. They 
(ioh’t get back into shape for three days. Some 
> o’ them haven’t been real sober for two weeks.” 

“And you haven’t got a line on who’s bringing 
it inf” 

^‘Just who don’t matter much,” Dags replied. 
“It’s bein’’ihade across the lake an’ peddled in. 
We’r^goin’ to have some time gettin’ it.” 

For‘an hour or more Kirk and Hehry Tyne sat 
at the table in the cook-house, eating leisurely 
and giving each other hurried accounts of what 
had happened during the five years of their 
.4 separatioik When they left the table they went 
f }• together to Kirk’s cabin and sat down for a half 
♦ hour of leisure over their pipes. Marion Curtis 
ha^staj?^ at Jule Allen’s cabin and although 
Kirk was anxious to see her, he wished to , hear 
firgt of ftU frQjn,hi8 wd'e-^ owp lips something of 
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the condition of their affairs; When Dags had 
taken the two engineers away with him to visit one 
of the shafts in which work was going on, Kirk 
settled into a chair opposite Henry Tyne and pre¬ 
pared to ask the qnestioi that was uppermost in 
his mind at the moment. But his uncle anticipated 
him. 

“You’re wondering just where we stand,” he 
said, half musing as he looked at Bark ^d drew 
slowly at #is pipe. 

“Perhap^qu’d better not talk much about 
that, Unk, tffllil you’ve had a little while to rest,” 
Bark suggested. “The trip in must have tired 
you.” 

Henry Tyne cleared his voice a little nervously. 
“It did tire me, Kirk,” he admitted, “but not so 
much as that. You’ve got to know all there is to 
know, and I want you to hear it from me. Marjon 
will tell you but there are a few things we might 
just as wen face together.” 

Bark had had an uneasy presentiment for some 
weeks, a feeling that everything was hot well with 
Henry Tyne. Now, in the tone of his uncle’s 
voice, in the expression of -his face, and in'the 
words themselves there was a meaning that made 
his heart sink. , . • ° 

“You^ve done good work here,-B^rk,” Henry 
- Tyne went on, “good Work-~and \rork that de¬ 
serves io pe rewarded with success. But the truth 
is, the-thing is too^big^for me, it has got beyond 
me. I ’vu got together just aboiit everjdhing I can, 
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and it isn’t efiobugh. It would have been all right if 
I’d had th^ fight in me that I once had. But that’s 
gone, Kirk, and I naay as weU admit it to you. 
Faxton and his gang have closed every door. I’ve 
hanked with old man Wilton, for example, for 
ye^rs. He stood behind me when I hadn’t a cent 
of my own. But we talked togetheyr the other day. 
Wilton’s getting bn in years. He may h§ retired 
any day. ^d Wilton wants to retire with a clean 
record. He would advance money on good 
securitieshut—^well^, & copper mine that’s all 
under the ground isn’t exactly a’safe security for 
a bank manager to work on.” 

—HenryJIyne-paused a minute and puffed slowly 
at his pipe. 

‘‘‘And that isn’t the only thing, Kirk,” he con¬ 
tinued “Paxton’s gang have bought up that ridge 
at th© divid^ We must have a railway here if 
we’re goin^ to develop the property at a profit. 
We can’t lug aU this stuff out by barge, handle 
it four or five times and then ship it out to 
make it “pay. The company w^&> ready H)o— 
begin their survey just as soon as we closed 
the deaL But they’re not going to pay by 
the square foot for a right-of-way. And Paxton 
has that staked off in gold claims. The fact is, 
Paxton has been out for my scalp ever, sintfe I 
cleaned him out in Consolidated Pulp four years 
ago. He was beaten then and he ’s been waiting 
ev^ since for a chance to even up the score. I’m - 
potVIsquealing—it’s in. the gams. He couldn’t 
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get back at me while I was going strong. He’s 
willing to wait till I’m old and the fight’s gone ont 
of me. He’s got the idea I’m about ripe enough 
to drop now anytime and he’s making a big 
stroke.’’ ' /' . . ' 

“Paxton can’t put you out!’’ Kirk interrupted 
suddenly. 

Henry Tyne smiled a little. “ Paxton h^s timed 
everything pretty well, Kirk,”^ he replied. “He 
knows I’m done. I’m up here now to play my last 
card—and he knows that, too. 

“Has Marion Curtis given up, too?” Kirk 

asked, —-—-■ 

He'^ould not associate any idea of defeat with 
Marira Curtis. On the other hand, however, lie 
ha^/uever thought of Henry Tyne admitting de- 
featfT,. \ 

“Manon Curtiadoesn’t teU all she knows,” the 
old man replied. “T believe she has some plans of 
her own that she wants to try as a last resort. I’ve 
come in to see Paxton. Iffiwe can mbetbm'some 
Hnd of a fair deal, we’ll withdraw and leave him 
on'the grotmd. If not—bit’ll be for Marion to fight^ 
it out with Paxton. I’ll look on,’’ 

“I’llmot look on—^I’ll fight!” Eark protested. 
“I’d like you the better for that, Kirk, H there 
was^hny way out of it, or any hope of winning in 
the‘fend. What I’d rather see you do would be to,' 
lef^/this God-fors^en place, a thousand miles 
fr<^ nowhere,, and come oht .vdth us. We’ll bb 
i^le 'to §t|rt yow f^t something where you can liv§ 
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like a h^an being in a civilized community that’ll 
offer aVoung man a future.** 

Some ;^den resentment sprang unbidden to the 
surface as Bark heard his uncle’s description of 
the country as “God-forsaken.” He glanc^ 
through the 6pen doorway at the smooth surface 
of the lake,'rimmed with jagged ipruce and;dotted 
wxlh islands, and above, the clear blue of .the after¬ 
noon sl^ flecked with bits of white cloud Henry 
Tyne had spoken slander. Bark forced back the 
words that came suddenly to mind. He got up 
from his chair a little impatiehtiy and tapped his 
pipe lightly on the edge of the, stove. 

“ There ?s no accounting for tastes, Unk,” he 
said casuallyi:^ “Let me take' you down and show . 
youover the works.” i / . 

B rnf the afternoon leisurely going over 
ty, inspecting the work itself, visiting 
ninutes in the ^eepest shaft where the 
ded down the^ walls faintly visible" in 
rom the little/'carbide lamps they car¬ 
ry Tj^e stood behind the men at their' 
istened to thfe roar of the drill working 
;o the solid rock un^ he felt the chill 
6 reactog him throtgh the heavy rub- 
b^coat Kirk had belted about him beforfe they 
^tered the shaft. Later, they walked slowly oyer 
the property itself, skirtedjhe lake in one direc¬ 
tion and noted the outcroppings of ore, clambered 
u^ the hill* and rested here' and there in. the shade 
while they talked mor^ often about matters pf 
W) 
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purely personal concern than about the enterprise 
upon which Henry Tyne’s last hopes hung. 

But for both of them that afternoon, the busi¬ 
ness of tearing the wealth out of the secret corners 
of the earth was as nothing compared to the glory 
, of reunion. And that glory for^ferk Brander 
was touched with deep pity for the worn man who 
had been his ideal of strength in his younger days; 
while the glory for Henry Tyne was heightened 
wifh-^pride for the man that Kirk Brander had 
become. ■ , 


Late that evening Kirk sat beside Marion Curtis 
on the high rock above the falls. They had left 
Henry Tyne with Jule Allen and had gone there 
while it was still light to talk tpg^Hier over what 
had occurred since theirdast m^etin^. Marion had 
told him the whole story of Henry Tyne’s strug¬ 
gles against odds that daily had become greater 
until they had been forced,, practically to accept 
defeat. Kirk had told everything oi interest that 
had happened during the summer months and they 
had finally lapsed into a lolig silence. 

‘ ‘ But I can’t think we ’re' done, ’ ’ Kirk protested, 
seeking almost despairingiy for some ray of hope 
from Marion'Curtis. ^ ( 

“We’re not done—^no,’’ she replied. “But we 
can exhauM every remaining possibility by to¬ 
morrow night. We must talk to Paxton. Your 
uncle and you will have to do that. Our friend 
Warren wouldn’t see me for a minute. There’s 
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just a possibility of bis being willing to meet bs 
half way in a deal to consolidate the two pro¬ 
perties. Failing pat we pn seek an exten,^ion of 
the option with John Mackay.’? 

“He’s been ajway on another cruise,” Kirk 
interrupted. j 

“But he’s expected back soon, according to 
Jnle. If John Mhckay proves stubborn there's not 
much more to itl” 

“But there’s rniphey in the country—it isn’t all 
behind doors that Warren Paxton has locked. ” 

“There is inoiieyj yes, and investors looking 
for opportunities; but we can’t raise capital on 
the reports we have had to date from tJietWic- 
mac. We’ve done our best but the prospect iWt 
rich enougli, ” 

“I belicyVe two more weeks wonld have done it, 
Kirk said impatiently. “That new body of ore is 
starting/in just like the old Lucky Strike.” 

“GetyJohn Mackay to extend the option pother 
six weeks and there may be a way out,” Sfariou 
Curtis obse]|ved. 

For a moment there was silence again as they 
thought of the problem they were facing. 
J “How about the White Squaw?” Kirk asked. 
“It should be good for a few thousand.” 

“In the fifst place we’d have to have a few 
thousand to buy it, and even if we had we couldn’t 
get it.” 

“iShe wouldn’t sell to me but—has Jule Allen 
Tefn8ed''to s'ell to you?” 
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“Not exactly,” Marion Curtis replied evasively. 

“NotexactlyJ What, thenT” 

“Jnle Allen has sold the White Scjuaw,” she 
announced. 

Kirk sat up suddenly and looked at her.' “Sold 
the White Squaw?” he exclaimed. 

“It was a secret, but I thought you ought to 
<^mow. Sooner or later everyone will know about 
it anyhow. And don’t get any foolish ideas in your 
head, either—didn’t buy it”’ 

“Not P^tont’’ ' 

“I’d like to know. I tried to find out but—^Miss 
Jule keeps her secrets very well.” 

Bark put his head in his hands. “Jove, this^is 
going to be hard to, take,” he said regretfully. 
“It’ll just about dp for Unk. And it’s going to 
take .aU I’ve got in me to stand by and see him 
take it. By gad, I won’t do it'either 1 Something’s 
got to break I” i 

‘'*Eark Brander,” said Marion Curtis pensively, 
“you’ll never know what this is costilig me. I’m 
not afraid of being beaten. I have been beaten 
beforp. But sometimes we have dreams' that mean 
as much to us as life itself. I’m going to tefi you 
now what you tvill know sponer or later anyhow. 
I dreamed of putting this-thing over in a big way 
partly for the satisfactioii of beatipg a ttiati who 
has been Put to beat me ever since I have known 
him; partly, too, for ]^nW.;![ryne, one of the very 
few men I have toowi^M»-ptay^the bu^ess game 
cle^ and above the table, all ^e tkne. But most 
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of all I wanted the satisfaction of doing something 
really big—in a big way—to prove to myself that 
I stiU had the power I once had—” 

She hesitated and looked down at the water 
rushing over the rocks in the rapids. Kirk waitpdj 
not knowing whether to speak or remain silent. 

‘ ‘ Oh, don‘’t you see T ” she broke out finally. ‘ ‘ I 
have not come here for this—success is nothing— 
money doesn’t mean anything. What does a wo¬ 
man want with all this—this scrambling after dol¬ 
lars? There’s only one failure in the life of any 
woman—only one defeat—and I—can’t—bah I ” 
She ceased'speaking suddenly and got to her 
feet.. For a moment she stood looking at the' 
rapids, her hands clasped tightly before her. Then 
turning abruptly, she started down the path. 

‘‘Let’s go in,’’ sh& said. 

Bark, got up and followed her down the path to 
the door of the cabin without speaking. When'' 
they opened the door and entered the cabin they 
fotind Henry Tyne and Jule Allen sitting close to 
each other by the table.' Before them, lying'open 
on the table, was a large catalogue with pictures- 
of a score pf varieties of pereimial bloorns. As 
Jule looked up the light from the lamp fell full 
upon her face and Kirk saw there an expression 
. that he had not seen since the days when she used 
' to sit beside her father. • v 

“I’m choosing my next year’s flowers,”, she 
said cheerf^y as Marion. Curtis came to her an<^ 
looked 6vef her shoulder. 
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“By Jove, side’s jgoing to meike a gardener out 
of me,”,Henry Tyne laughed. 

-^Then the girl and the old man laughed together 
as heartily as if they had known each other for 
years. . j 

When Henry Tyne and Kirk left the cabin a. 
. few niinutes later, Jnle Allen went to the doqj^and 
I s, stepped outside to bid them good-nightr Kirk 
phus^ed a moment while his uncle went on. 

\ 1 “Your secret is out, Jule Allen,” Kdrk accosted 
her suddenly. “The'TOte Squaw—” 

“It wds no secret,” she protested.’ “You might 
have kno’wn a week ago if you had asked me.” 

Kirk smiled at her pretty deception. “There’s 
one consolation—^you can’t order me. off the pro- 
anyhow.” '' 

still have my rights as tenant,” she count¬ 
ered. , 

Kirk turned away.- “Look out,” he warned. 
“I’m going to turn outlaw one of these days! 
Coming,.Unk!” 

He hurried off to join Henry Tyne awaiting 
■ him where the trail turned into the woods. 






CHAPTER XXI. 


E arly the next morning Warren R. JPaxton 
sat in’ the little cabin that did'servicers an 
office in his camp. Paxton was in good ^irits 
—^better spirits than usual. The world without was 
steeped in August sunshine but even if the skies 
had been grayj Paxton’s optimistic mood would- 
have been sufficient to spread the place with good 
cheer. Yi(hen a man sees his fondest dreams being 
realized before his very eyes he has cause to be 
happy. The arrival of Henry Tyne the day be¬ 
fore was the first scene in the closing act of the 
drama in which he was playing an important role. 
Ip^-three weeks or less the curtain would go down 
on Henry Tyne and his business associates and 
Warren K."i^ton could write; ;the moral to the 
story. h 

The fact that John Mackay hdd been absent for 
several days, with no word of his whereabouts and 
no certaiuty -as to when he should return, gave 
Paxton cause for further satisfaction. Every 
day that, passed now was a day Ipsfr'to. Henry 
Tyne.-^The last day of Augustj^ld bring Tyne’s 
,-o^on on the Micmac to an-eridTand with less than 
three weeks' to go, Paxton could wait. He was 
ready to act when the day and the hour arrived. 
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“If we could only keep John Mackay out of the 
way for a few days longer,” he thought to him¬ 
self, “it would help to wear Henry down. Poor 
old Henry never was much good at waiting. That 
was his chief fault.” 

His mind took a sudden turn in another direc¬ 
tion. Coming up the pathway from the creek was 
Jule Allen, waMtfg alone and with very resolute 
step. Almost unconsciously he brushed his 
clothes quickly with his hand, straightened his 
vest and the collar of his coat and became very 
busy with the papers that lay on his table. He 
.did not look up again until the girl’s shadow 
darkened the doorway. 

He greeted her with his thin smile and Jule 
came towards the table. 

“Can I see you alone for a few minutes, Mr. 
Paxton?” she asked and her manner -vras very 
direct and impersonal, 

“Sit down,” he replied going for a chair and 
placing it near his table. ‘ ‘We’ll not be disturbed 
here.,” > • 

“I have come to talk business with you, Mr. , 
Paxton,” Jule proceeded. “It’s about the water 
power and-^Mr, Tyne. ” 

Paxton plaj^i the fingers of his two hands to¬ 
gether very thoughtfully and looked at her with 
searching eyes. He did not know whether to be 
suspicious or not. 

“Yes?” he prompted when she paused a mom¬ 
ent. 
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V. Jnle looked up at him, her eyes, gazing straight 
into his. ‘ ‘ One man already has been broken and 
laid away, MiCT*axton, because—^because men in , 
a ;fight never know when, to quit. I’m not going 
, to blame anyone for my father’s death, Mr. Pax- 
-tom—Don’t misunderstand me. He may have 


,^en as much to blame for it himself as anyone 
relse. He never would give in.” ^ r‘ 

' She paused and Paxton nodded £s hSad slowly 
as if assenting in a general waywhat she had 

- . 

‘‘But I don’t think it should'have heeesr;,, 

sary,” Jule went on. ‘‘There %oul(|)mv6 beq^jg^ 
some way for my father’an4 _yoU and others fo ^ , 
work together.”" ’ . . 

Again Paxton nodded his head si^^. 

‘‘I’ve come to tell you that ano^CT^man is ^oing > 
to be broken in the same way—and^ you lhat ■ 

:dt isn’t right. I never saw Mr. Tyne until yester- ^ 
day, I thought he was strong^andT^lfflkejiypu. But 
heisn^. Hq^iim’t fig^t any more.''He’s-like-my 
father was ^en he came hometafter iPsing ovefe- 
thing in the rapii^. .;r He ean’t*^ on if he haS®Q\ 
fighfehis way through.” , . •' . . 

She paused ahd-look^away a moment before, 
she continued. ' / ; . ■ , 

‘‘And I’ve come,” she said at last in a voice 
that was very much softer, ‘‘I’ve^pome to ask you 
something. Isn’t there room enough here for us 
all'f Can't we work together and live together 
and—and make it pay?” 


^60 


THE LOBSTICK TRAIL 


: Her last words seemed patfietically weak but 
she waited, nevertheless, to isee what response 
Paixton would make. . \ 

“I’m afraid you don’t understand. Miss, Allen,”. 
hebegan: ' .V 

“I do understand,” she protesW. “I rmder- 
't.filand all there is that’s worth Wderstanding 
^^t it. I understand he wjahts to^eat you and 
I understand you want to beat him.’v V ' ' 

Paxton laughed lightly. “Well this’s putting 
it'p’very simple language,"Miss ADen,” he re-, 
plied. . ■ ■ \ ■ 

“Well, isn.!t there room for Bofl^f ym if you 
only thought so!” she urged. . \ 

‘ ‘ the difficulty is, in getting people to think so, ” 
Paxton explained. ■: \ ' 

“Ml?.'tyne thinks so. now.” • y 

Paxton laughed aloud. “I know he does, yut 
. he didn’t think-so three months ago. ” . \ 

“Well, 'I want to propose something,” Jm® 
said ■ without attempting to reply to , Paxton V 
observation.” You came to me only a few days ago\ 
about the j^ater pPwer on Bipple Creek. iYou said 
you would respect my wishes regarding the 
rapids. I’m afraid I wasn’t very mce about it, but 
I couldn’t think of anyone spoiling the most- 
beautiful thing I have fever known. And I wouldn’t 
have let you do it, in jpite of your lease and law. 
and ever^hing. But i have changed-my mind. I 
know you'will think it isn’t in my power to diange 
your' plans. But—anyhow-^l ’ll be vdlling to see 


i 
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anything^ done to the Thpids-^-'and I won’t say a 
word—if you’ll leave Henry Tyne free—^if you’ll 
be, content to do your work here and let him do his 
over there. That’s my business, Mr. Paxton.” 

Paxton turned to her with his most patronizing 
air! “My dear Miss Allen, you should not call 
this business. It isn’t business. It’s sentiment, , 
and.the'two don’t mix»” / 

Jule’s eyes deepened and her lips tightened as 
she listened to him? 

“I don’t think it is good- business, in this case, 
for you to say tharto me.” 

“I was merely expressing my opinion — an 
opinion t have formed after years in the world of 
business.” . - 

. She got up abruptly and. turned to go. "^'I had 
thought th^ even in the busings worjd men would 
listen’to what was reasonable.” 

Through the window of his cabin Paxton caught 
the reflection of the shn glancing from a^ wet pad¬ 
dle., .X^ing his head/he peered in the direction ■ 
of the bay. .Two mefi were approaching the land¬ 
ing just below the slope oh which Paxton’S esgnp 
stood. : ' , ^ ^ 

“Here’s Tyne now^” Paxton announced .and 
. dtde paused ..only lo^- enough to glahce towards 
thebaybeforel^iqd^Tt^tpf the ofl5ce.,/\ . 

> ‘/ You will at least hot tell thena I have been 
'(^hefe,”.sh,e 'reque8ted and was gonp before jie had 
■'t^e^ make reply. / ^ „ 

Paxton may be forgiven for the feeling 'of ’ 
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nervousness he experienced as he turned again 
and busied himself with the papers scattered about 
on his table. He ‘ had looked forward to this 
moment, for months and had often wondered “just 
where *md under what circumstances the big'event 

J f his buliness career should occur. 

He looked up at the sound of Bark Brander’s' 
oice in the doorway. With all the dignity the oc¬ 
casion seemed to call for and with much more 
show of corj^ality than it warranted, he gat to his 
feet and, disregardmg Kirk, advanced to meet 
Henry Tyne, offering hia hand in greeting. Tyne 
accepted the hand with a word of quiet greeting -1 
and ta^g off his hat went to the,chair that Jule 
X had vacated only a few minutes, previously. Kirk 
sat on a bench not far from the doorway where 
he could\see the faces of bothi^^ton and his ' 
uncle. 

Henry. Tyne lost no tim^'fti.getting to the busi¬ 
ness of his visit. 

^‘I’ll not take your time, Warren,’' he said in • 
.the manner and tone df voice he had used for 
years whenever he had talked to Paxton. 

“We’re ^ever rushed in this country,” Paxton 
smiled. , 

“Well, an unpleasrat task is best over with,” 
Tyne replied. “Besides, Elirk, here, has to|, get 
ba'ck to the mine.” 

JHe cleared his voice and straightened up in his 
chair. “Ton see I’ve come to you at last,” he pro- 
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'‘One of ns had to come Sooner or later. 

I guess it’s my turn this time. ’ ’ 

. “IV6 done my share of it, Henry,” Paxton re-, 
plied, and for a moment it was as if the two men 
had met tn settle a little wager on a friendly game. 

“There’s no use trying to conceal anything,” 
Tyne continued. “We have known pretty w:ell 
where we stood all along. I cpuld have swung 
this ten years ago and five men of your size, War¬ 
ren; couldn’t have stopped me. But when a man 
has had his. day, he’s done. You’ll have yours 
just like the rest of us.” 

Paxton strolked his chin slowly in contemplation 
of Tyne’s remark, but he offered no reply. , ^ 

“I’ve come all the way in here to see if I 
could save some of the pieces. had a talk Vith 
Bradley and CoUins before I left and one or two 
of. the others. It’s all in your Ihands^Warren-^ 
justyj^iere you wanted it. It looks as if I’m going 
to have^ ^pll out and leave the field to you. I’m 
going to make'Uo hones about it.. If I’m forced to 
quit I’m practicallyokaned out. I’m not whini^ 
about it. I’m simply telling you what’s true.'. K 
^e can reach some sort of understanding I ms^ 
nu&e it go evenyet.” ' . 

/ Paxton shook his head. ‘^‘It cau’t4)e made to go, 
Henry,” he^^tested, “unless the whole property, 
is worked one. There isn’t enough ore in either 
mine to make it worth while./1 didd^ know that 
when I ^tarted wd^ here or I w;ouldn’t have spent 
ft doUfti^ op th4 pHce* The grade m Iqw ftpd thd ^ 
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whole body can be run out in ten years. With 
bur problem o,f transportation it would be a dead 
loss. ^ There’s only one possible way out, and I 
think' you know what it is. Our two properti^ 
and the White Squaw_claims nipst be consolidat* 
under one company.’^ 

“That’s really my prop^ition, Warren,” Tyne 
put in suddenly* “I’UcadWt I’m trying to save 
my own scalp -^en I nvak^ the suggestion but I’m 
here to wprk<&t a basis ^oh which we ^n con¬ 
solidate- our mterests and -theHw pro¬ 

perties as bne.” 

“ThaJ;, might have^been possible six months 
ago,” Paxton rejf^ri^it ; , , 

‘ What’s the Imrrier now t ” ■ 

"-“The usual thing, I suppose. You entered the 
field as a competitor withoht any warning.” 

“I couldn’t have got in any other way,” Tyne 
explained. 

“That’s true, but it doesn’t alter the fact that 
we have lost practically a,year and a few thous¬ 
and of valuable capital besides as a resit of the 
competition. Tyhen you consider, in addition to 
that fact, that We are on the eve of taking the 
■ Mipmac oVer hnyhow—^we‘’re prepared to go ahead - 
where you leaye off—your plan woulii’t improve 
our positiop. ,.vT don’t think you would get them to 
listen to fhbShggestion. ” 

“You meaujiof course, I can’t get you to listen 

to the sugpstibn,” Tyne'corrected. 
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“You can be very outspoken sometimes,” Pax¬ 
ton snpled. 

Patton’s .air of condescension was so apparent 
that Kirk Brander, sitting a few feet away, felt it 
diflScult to control himself. It became even more 
diflScult when Paxton turned his thin smile to¬ 
wards Kmk as if he wished to tell him that *^ last 
he was_beginning to make good his boast. But 
when Henry Tyne, unable to say more, got up 
from his chair and looKfe^ about him in- a be¬ 
wildered fashion as if he did not know, theVay to 
the door, Kirk sprang to his feet and faced Pax¬ 
ton, leaning towards him with his two hands be¬ 
fore him on the table." i 
“Then perhdps you’ll listen to this suggestion, ” 
he said, bringing M^j'face down,dose to Paxton’s. 
“You think you’re goiSg^to put this over because 
Henry T^ne fs done. Well, listen to this, Warren 
K. Paxton: I’ve been developing a hunch for about 
two weeks. Now I’m going to play it. Before an¬ 
other week Henry Tyne will show ^on some, of his 
old form. By th'e.first of Septemfe he’ll teU you 
to go, to heU. • I’U not say any more just now ex¬ 
cept this—keep ^at bootieggiDg'gang of yours'out 
of my camp or Ill drown them in ihe lake. Do 
yougetthatf” \ 

Paxton sniffed^rlittle and moved tcsiget up. 

“Do yo]j get that!” Bark repeatedWd leaned 
so close that Paxton, settled, back again" into his 
chair. ^ 

»*I thinh Warren got that, all right/’ Henry 
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Tyne observed in a tone that expressed much of 
the enjoyment he was getting from the situation. 

“Come on, Unk,” said,.Kirk, turning quickly 
and pulling his hat down on his head. “Let’s get 
out—^we’re busy.” 

A few minutes later Phil Eoche, having by 
chance seen Kirk and Henry Tyne on their way 
■ back across the bay, cai^e into the office to leam 
the outcome of their visit,; 

Paxton Ibbke/i up at him as he entered. “It 
looks as if they have struck^t,” he remarked, in 
answer to Eoche’s questioning look. 

“Struck it!” 

“The high grade stuff,?’ i^axton explained. “I 
always knew they’d come to it if they had long 
enough to do it. Brahder g^ve a hint.” 

“Are you sure they’re into itf Brander Wy 
be bluffin’.” 

Paxton sniffed a little. 

“We’d better play him the same as if he held 
the highest hand in the deck, ’ ’ he advised. 


CHAPTEE XXII. ‘ 


P AXT( 5 N’S guess was not far from the point.^ 
At a depth of two hundred'feet Kirk’s men 
had drifted into a new body of ore that early 
promised to equal the high grade of the Lucky 
Strike. Day after day, and night after night Kirk 
followed'the process of uncovering the new vein 
and sampled the rich ore frequently. With Henry 
TySe and Marion Curtis he went over the results 
of each (Jay ’k drilling and with the help of the 
two visiting-engineers made rough estimates based 
upon the showings pf Wthe day. 

. “There’s nothing to it,” Kirk exclaimed one 
evening as he looked at a half dozen flakes of free 
copper that lay on the^able before him. “ We’ve 
got it here-7-and you can tell the worl^ whenever 
you^eel like it.” ^ 

“Two weeks is a short time to tell the, world 


afeout it—and get results -tiiatjvfll be worth any¬ 
thing to us,” Henry Tyne observed. '—~ 

“Two weeks is long enough to ipake a try,” 
Miarion Curtis commented. “I’d have a whole 
week in Wiimipeg.”, . , - *■ 

, ‘'It isn’t inuch,”^ Tyne observed. / \ 

‘^A week^is a week,” Marion Curtisi declared,'' 


“I’m going to leave in the mon^g.” / 
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“I’ll send Tuck out witk you,” Bark suggested, 
“We’ll keep Unk here to talk to John Mackay 
when he gets back. If he gets tired sitting around 
we’ll give him a day now and then wit h the 
muckers.” 

Marion left immediately for Jule Allen’s cabin, 
Kirk accompanying her. As they passed the door 
of'the? sampling room Kirk paused a moment be¬ 
fore the open doorway to speak to Tuck Boberts. 
:“ You’d better get omin and have.a littje sleep, 
Tt[ar,f’ he said. “I want you to go to The Pas ^ 
the mbrning. Don’t bother going down the shaft 
to-night. I ’ll go doVm and bok things over myseK 
on the way back.” 

Tuck received the aimouncement without com¬ 
ment and prepared at once to leave the work he 
was doing. And as they walked along in the dark¬ 
ness, Bark and Marion Curtis hurriedly arranged 
the details of the plans which the new discovery 
had set into motion. Kirk paused at the door of 
the cabin and took his leave hurriedly^in .order to 
get back' agam to the mine.for an hour with Dags 
before turning in for the night. v v V 
“You’ll b^ back again in two weeks**/ l^k 
said, shakmg hands with hej when he .was ready 
. to leave. - . . , 

\ “Yesj”she replied, “and, by Georg^pds thing 
^>is going to go dver!” ' 

TSiey shook hands and Eark-stro(ie.;^wards the 
camp. ; 

As he approwt^itlie door of tiie engine-house 
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someone came out suddenly and disappeared in ’ 
the darkness. 'Kirk pansed for a moment and then 
entered. He took his rubber coat from the waU and 
_beltin^it-io.tmd-him, took down a carbide lamp 
from aAhe)yf, shook it once, and lighted it. No 
one was al&ibut at the moment and he stepped 
throttgKthe small doorway into the outer shed 
that stood above: Shaft Number One,. ‘ It did not 
occur to him as strange that neither Dags nor the 
hoist man was anywhere in sight. It was alrfeady 
past midnight and the men.-were probably resting 
somewhere during the hour’s recess. But he 
could not. help feeling a little c uriou s about the 
figure he had merely Jiad a glimpse of as he en- 
the engine-hohse. 

wathotjt waiting tb be lowered into, the shaft, 
he turned the little^ehcLL of flame from his car- 
bide lamp towards the sqhare tiinbered hole in the 
ground. The water on the ntngs of the ladder 
glistened faintly in the light.. Slowly he made 
way doym the shaft, his feet feeling for the slip¬ 
pery, nmgs in the darkness. As the light from hia . 
lamp dimmed he shook it until the flame spur^pd 
brightly and lighfed-up tthb wet glistening walls of 
the shaft. .As he descended the sound of water 
trickling down the walls gi^eii^ raore distinct. ' ^ 

■WheitShe came to the-last rung; of tha ladder 
he put one foot down in the darkness and felt for 
the bottcdn pf^.the shaft.; He toudied waiter and 
withdrawing hjs foot again, shook lus lamp find ‘ 
held it beneath him.: Wack water sey- 
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eral inches deej) filled the depression in the rock 
where the shaft ended. The heavy, steel hnckefc 
stood tiearly half submerged and empty at the end 
of its cable. Close to the shaft stood an ore car 
with no ore in it. , , 

“Jove, you’d think these fellows had gone 
on a week’s vacation, ’’ he muttered to j^imseK. 

Then suddenly it struck him that the place was 
unusually quiet. “What’s the niatter?” he said 
aloud. “The pumps aren’t working.” 

^ He heard the voices of the men at the far end of 
the tunnel. Placing a foot on the edge of the big 
steel bucket and seizing the cable J;o steady him-; 
self, he leaped across the shaft and landed on solid 
footing between th| rails. Q-iving his lamp another 
shake he started,6ft along the narrow track,, his. 
eyes peering before him into the pitchy blackness 
of underground. A hundred feet or so from the 
shaft he saw a point of light approaching him out 
-of the darkness ahead. It was comipig very quick- 
l ^^-and Kirk’s ears caught the Abun'd"of running 
fefet clumsily stumbling over the uneven floor of 
Jjhe tmmel: The light from his o^ lamp was very 
shook it again gently, then violently-^ 
en^ of flame shortened to a mere point and 
'out. He gave the little i;^eel at the'hide of 
\the reflector,, a sharp: turn. A .Iittle shoi^r of 
sparks flew^from the flint but there was no light, 
e Again he shook, the lamp, holcJing it dose to his 

ear- ■■.,,, 

“Hwg it—dt’s eitipty I'^’ he muttered. 
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He looked again towards the point of light-com- 
ing towards hi^.- It'was only a few yards away, 
its bearer,Stxunbling forward in clmnsyhggte^ " 
“Hello,” Kirk called.'^^^Tiat’s the 
The”^ point of light stdj^d suddenw. Then as 
Kirk,moved forward i^oved slowlj^ cautiously, 
Ear^ thought, to one sifle. Suddenly it. went-out 
-and they were inj)itchV darkness. 'To Kirk’s' 
- challenging quftSlibn there came no reply. He 
moved back a little bn the defensive. Away at the 
other end of the tunnel four or five piurpoints pf 
light moved about against the blackness^^ Though, 
the lighfs^.^ere almost invisible, nothing could 
pass between them and Kirk without being dis¬ 
covered. He crouched low against one wall, hug¬ 
ging the jagged angles of slimy /o^ in an effort 
to get a glimpse of the man who wbs using the 
darkness of the tuphel to hide his identity. 

He had v^aited less than a minute when the 
p;oints 01 light were shut from his view.' From the 
sudd^ess with which all the lights vanished, 
at once he knew the obstruction was jnry close. 
Suddenly a bit of ro(^ clanked lightly against the^ 
steel rail of the trajgk tiiat fan along the floor of 
the tunnel. The noise sb'unded hot more than three 
or four feet away. With a bound fo^ard Kirk 
. threw his arms out before ^him .'ready 1;o seize 
whatever they (encountered, or to" defend , himself 
agamst any attach. For a frafction of a second 
he had the fueling of thro^^g himself over .the 
si4^^ a precipice, on the mere chance of coming 
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to rest in a) tree just ar^few feet over the edjje. 
Thei^^even before he expected it, his. rush was 
stopped suddenly and the next moment he was 
grappling blindly with an opponent whose *awk- 
ward strength and sheer desperation gave Kirk 
all he could: do to keep the advantage he had 
gained in the first shock of his attack.. After a 
brief moment of uncertainty, however, Kirk 
secured a hold about the man^S;waist and by jsheer 
strength of muscle bent him backwards until he 
rdaxed'and went dowi^. Holding him with both , 
ha| 3 ,ds Kirk fplt around in the darkness with his 
twaJebt for the carbide lamp his ajitagpnist had 
dr(^ped.- When he encountered it only a few feet 
away he reached for it witii one hand, shook it a 
little and gave the little wheel a quic^ tum. The 
tiny flame shot from the lamp suddenly and Kirk 
turned the light on the face of the man beiieath ^ 
him. ^ It was Joe Bedard. . 

Without speaking Bark got up and drdgged the 
half-breeid to his feet. His eyes Were half clqsWi 
and his expression was that of a man in a half 
stupor. From SomeWhere above his forehead a j 
stream of blood rafi^roin under his hair andjdown 
his face. )He looked stupidly aljprk for a moment 
and then put out his hands as if to save himstelfv 
frond falling. Eealizin^;that Bedard was prob- . 
ably badly hurt Kirk put one arm about hind t6 ' 
steady him. The half-breed relaxed sickeningly 
and would have gone to the grotu^d had Kiik not 
kept |bdm on his feet. j > t': - I 
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“What’s the matter, Joef” he asketJi butf^e-; 
dard offered no wor«f of reply. ' 5 . 

“Jove, you’ve got yburs somewhere,” he re¬ 
marked to himself. '■ 

Then suddenly he v?;a8 awar^of the voice of pld' 
Dags, lifted in lurid profanity-as he eame-^down 
the tunnel, lamp in hand^driying a couple of men 
before hm. Kirk turned ahd held his light fowhrds 
Dags. The'effect was to heighten the bl<^ maiKs 
anger. When Kirk held the Ihmp high so as t^\ 
throw the light on his own face Dags halted sud¬ 
denly and colpnMd.ed his two priSbWs tt)^ do like- 
.wi^e. 

“Take these bunas out o’ here a^’tlmpw them 
into the lake,” he said as he^xepognizeaNErk. 
Then as his eyes fell^upon Joe Bedard he n^ed 
towards;hinai' “There you are, you half-caste ^ 
of a dogT^’ he cried and Kirk had ^ he could dd 
to kCep Bpdard oh his feet and hold Dags off. 

“Just a nainute, Dagsie,” he protested, “he’s 
all in.T-cm’t st^d on his own feet.” 4 . 

“Take hinri out and throw him into the lake,” 
Dags persisted. . ^ ' 

“''Scat’s the matter, ]pagsie?” Kiffc askp^ still 
holding him away from Bedard^ 

“Matter?” roaredf Dags. “The bootleggin’ 
mongrels—stopped the works—knocked the whole 
shift cCld—two of ’em got away—PhjJ !^che ah’ 
-thatp-” ...” 

, He brokp off sjoddenly and made a desperate 
attempt to get at Be^rd But Kirk symhg Bedard 
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Qut of the way and stood between him and^'Dags: 

“YonVe done enough for now,” ^^irk said 
quietly; “We don’t want to kill him—Fm.going 
to use him if he gets Ms senses back. ” < 

Dags caught a.glijmpse of the,half-breed’s face 
marked with its stream of blood. , 

“Holy mafekinaw!” he exclaimed. “You pretty 
near fixed him', eh?” > ' ' / ^ 

, “I did?” Kirk asked in surprise. 

“Yes—^look!”;. 


BHrk looked at Dags in surprise. “I didn’t do 
f Nthat/’ be said. “I thought you—^ ' 
“Who hit.you?’’ Dags interrupted, addressing 
, Bedard suddenly. ; 

ABut Joe Bedard drew'his g;rimy hand across 
his face and laid his fingers over the wound in Ms 
scalp—and .rethained silent. 

‘ ‘ Let’s get them out.qf here, ’ ’ Kirk said leading 
the way ahd tating Bedard along with him. 
“Come along, Joe,, you’re going to stay with me 
for a few days. ’ ’ , 

"Bedard offered no/protest but shuffled along 
willingly enough behind Kirk. The two miners 
^followed, Dags.brin^iag uj) the rear 

“But where in blazes is Tuck?” Dags asked as ■ 
they filed down tbe tunnel. “Isn’t he workin’ 
here any more?”/ 

-^‘I took him off'to-night,” Kirk'replied briefly. 
“Special duty, Lfags.’’? / 

Dags grunted. “He picked a^'^fine night for 
special" dutyih’,” he grow:led. ^ 



CHAPTER XXni; 


T hey made their way slowlyriij^the long lad¬ 
ders to the top of the shaft, relating here 
and there on the way to ^ve Bedard an 
oppdrtnnity to gather strength‘enough to con¬ 
tinue the cljinh. Although the. half-breed pre- 
,s&rved complete silence before their questionings 
and offered no voluntary/word of his own to ac¬ 
count for, hiptb^ttered condition, it was quite ap¬ 
parent that it reduired-all the remaining strength 
he could, coinmapd to get to the top of the shaft. 
More than once. Kirk had to assist him and their . 
pausep for rest were- frequeut and sometimes 
leUgthy. 

Wien they finally stepped one after another in- 
tj^ the boiler room and cfanq:,out into Jie light 
from- one of the large lamps, Kirk left Dags to 
look after the two miners for a, moment while he 
led Bedard into the best light the place afforded 
and, parting the matted black hair very c^arefuUy, > 
examined the wound. •: 

‘‘J^bve, thijtwill have to get attention ;fdii a few 
days,” he remarked as he looked closely at t^e 
ugly gash from which the blood, flowed freely.- 
Then he stepped back and looked at Bedard, 

' • 27S ■ i '' 



276 THE LOBSTICK TkAIL 

holdmg Mm at arm’s lengthMs two hands on 
his shoulders. / . ’. 

■ Again Bedard’s silence greeted EHirk’s question 
^d Ms face was as express^^fe^ss as if he had, not 
heard Ms voice". .;>.f / • - ' 

“PMl Roche did it!?’ Bags shapped angrily. 
“Joe knows that—^and I know it. ” , 

‘ ‘ Did Roche hit you t ’ ’ Kjirk asked. 

But the half-Breed’s /silence .temained un¬ 
broken. Only this time Ms face twitched slightly 
as from the pain in the wound and heitumed about 
, in a dazed manner as if Jboking for an opportunity 
to get out into the air. 

“You’re going to stay with me for a few days,” 
Eirk said, taking ^s arm and going tow^ds the 
door. “Come on;Bags.' We’U jgo up to tiie office 
and straighten things put a ,little.” ; «, 

They climbed the trail from the engine-house to 
the cabins on the rid^e above;' Kirk supporting 
Bedard with the help of one of the miners. "When 
they had laid' the half-breed on a mattress, Kirk 
gave him a cup of water and then turned , to^the 
twoniiners. - : 

‘^You two fellows go and get ypiir stu^'together 
and bring it db-vrii hei»e,”-he said. “Dags, go with 
them and bring thein back. See that they don ’t talk 
I to anyone.”| , 

. Dags and the two men went out and Kirk turned 
at once to the task bf bathing Bedard’s-wound. At 
" the end of-half an hour Dags and Ms men entered 
r; the door to find Beard’s head dressed in a clean 
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-white to-wel ahd his fafee -wdslied of tOl the gpcime 
^ and blood with -which it had been smeared: Bedard 
was resting quietly^ his eyes closed and .his iace 
relaxed and expressionless. _ . 

“Now,' you fellows,” :^irk said suddenly ad¬ 
dressing the two miners, “you come with us and 
stay where -we can keep an eyevon you. To-mor- 
with'ibe freight¬ 
ers. But If I ehtch either of you speaking a word 
to anyone, Qo'd havemiercy otty^rTW^Ve started 
in now and we ’ll, do 'murder^ii^cessary before 
this tldng is done. Do you get' that?” 

I The men made np audible reply but Bark knew 
' from,the ..expressions on their fac es~that iSey 
understood. He was not bluffing and they knew, 
it. , ■ . •' "■ / 

“Leave youn stuff here,” he said, taking their 
packs and throwing, them into a comer. “Now, 
getdo-wn.?’ 

H6 looked, once again at Joe Bedard. He’ll be 
all xight there till we cpmd back,” he said to Dags. 
“He corddn^t move aWay if he wanted to. ” 

But as a preciahtiph he locked, the store-room 
I door before turning away to jo and thb 

two miners on theif way back to the engine-house. 
"When Kirk emerged foanr^e si[&ff an hour,or 
’ so Wore sunrise ^eTras ^une from head to foot 
and weary beydnd description. But the work was 
going on agam almost Is shioothlyjas if nothing 
ht^happen^d. 

" When he got to the^abin he found Tuck Boberts 
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already busy.mtfi preparations for his trip, to The 
Pas. Giving him only the most meagre account of 
what had happened during the night, he joined in 
the work of getting things in readiness for the 
trip. One of the freighters, a half-breed packer, 
was . selected to accompany Tuck and by the time 
the sun was showing through the trees the three 
were on their way to Jule Allen’s cabin. Henry , 
Tyne they left enjoying the luxury of his" early 
morning sleep. He had said all he could the night 
before and Kirk slipped away without waking 
'him. . ^ 

They found Jule and Marion Curtis finishing 
their breakfast, preparations for Marion’s depart¬ 
ure having been completed. Despatching -Tuck 
and the packer to get tlSfe canoe-loadM and into 
the water, Kirk entered the cabin and seated him¬ 
self hear the doorway. Marion’s smile grew into 
laughter as she looked at him, grime-coveijed from. 
head to foot. . • 

, Kirk explained bri^y his appearance and made 
due apologies. A. few minutes later they went 
doym to where the men were waiting irt'the canoe. 

; , Marion’s leave-taking was hurried ,and vISry im- 
^^yp^i^sonaj, except that she could norf^iet a^snule 
as she looked at Kirk, more grimy than ever, it 
seemed, in the fresh light of the morning sun. And\ 
for some reason-that, he cotild hot clearly explain j 
her smile roused in him a feeling of Resentment,\ \ 
“I guess I shCuld have cleaned up a little,” he. 
said as he turned away with. Jule after ihey had 
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watched imtil the canoe had vanished round a 
bend in the creek. “But I really,hadn’t time.” 

, Jule looked at him out of eyes that showed tow 
completely she shared his feeling of resentment. 
“I don’t think it matters,” she said quietly. “In 
fact I think I rather like you. better the way you 
are.” . " . 

“I shall never look, at "Water again,” Kirk 
laughed and left her to hurry back again'to the 

camp. _ _ 

It was almost noon before Eark cduldieave the - 
.... work at the mine long'enough to give any attention 
to Joe Bedard. He had left word with his clerk 
"to go to him in case he should call and to look in 
on him two or three times during the morning but 
under no ^ircuitastances to let him out or allow 
anyonelfo see him- 

When at last he unlocked the store-room door, 
opened it and looked in, Bedard turned his head 
slightly and made an effort to sit up. > -, • 

“Better stay where you are, Joe,” Kirk ad¬ 
vised, seeing how difficult it was for him to move.^ 
Bedard lay back again and, alio wed K^k.to take 
the dressing from the Wound and examine it. He 
sp^tfnearly half an hour bathing it and j^essmg . 
*' ^Jfafresh. Then he sat back and Ibokedf for a moin- 
> ent at the stolid face that was beginning ;^to show , 
the marks, of suffering. .After all, he thought, 
Bedard was^huia^ He had been the willing tool 
‘ of Phil Boehe:.bm he had been s- mere tool, after 
, all. And Kirk>was moved almost to pity for him 
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now that he lay helpless and deserted by the men 
idio had nsed him as a m^s to the end they 
songht. - , ' . 

“YonVe got to have more attention than I can 
give yon, Joe,” he said .finally, “inore attention 
and better attention.” 

Bedard’s face was towards the door. Suddenly 
. it lighted and Kirk saw his eyes brighten. 

“ CanJ get yon anything t ’ ’ he asked. - —. 

J '"♦‘See her—JRnth,” the half-breed granted an<i 
Kirk turned ^ see'Ruth Maekay entering the 
doorway. ' . 

On seeing. Joe Bedard, Ruth came forward 
quietly and looked down at him. There passed 
, over her face a look of surprise mingled with pity^ 
-'^and Kirk got up as She pressed closer and looked 
-into fhe h^-breed’s face. Kirk saw more, in that 
look than he had ever seen in Ruth Maekay’s fAce 
beforfe. He had always seen sympathy and sin -1 
cerity there. Now there was an expression haK \ 
furtive* half savage, that spoke volumes. , Before’ 
her^was a man bred, l&e hbrself, pf two races, an4 
suffering largely because of his mixed blopd. Only 
she, or, someone else of her kind, could/feel for 
^_jIoe Bedard as she felt. ‘ , 

Even as Kirk explained hastily and as best he i 
'' could all that had happened the night before, Ruth 
Ma,ckay was busy doing what^e could to make I 
Be^rd more, comfortable. Anodes Kirk watched 
them: he realized that the half-breed’s face yas, 
•less, stolid and hi? expression less indifferent. 
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had explained Tuck^s hurried depart-, 

' ure for The Pas, he vent off to get a little rest and 
left Euth alone vith Bedard. 

From that time fotvard Joe Bedard was under 
the c^e of Euth Mackay. He had developed a 
high fever and was in need of constant attention. 

Late jHiat afternoon John Mackay , returned 
home.' He ha,d met Tuck Eoberts and Marion 
Cnrtis on the way and lost no time in looking up ' 
Henry Tyne after he dr^ his canoe out of the 
water before his cabin, l^e first Conference be¬ 
tween the two men was brief and very pointed. 
John ikckay, was in hif/ usual silent mood. He 
hea^d/Tyne’s statement. He esipressed his own 
doubts in ab few words as necessary. He listened 
to T^e’s reply. Then he walked off towards Jule 
Allen's cabin where he had business that needed - 
attention. B[e would wait for a few days to think 
it 6ver?aiP^apS M®i Curtis would be back be¬ 
fore the last dayAf-^ugust, in. which case their 
course of ;, action^ould be clear. Perhaps she 
wouldn’t come in time to take up the option before 
it expired. : In that case the situation would be 
altered. At any rate he had business just now, 
and off he went leaving Henry Tsme to curse the 
Oldman's attitude of independence* 

Kirk laughed. ‘ ‘ They 're nearly all alike, link,'' 
he saidj, . "^‘The old-timers act as if they didn’t 
care alder’s hoot whether they sold their claims 
or not. But.they have't^^human side as well.” 
That John Mackay, at l^t, had his humah side 
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was proven later that evening when he came hack 
in his canoe with his daughter and, while. Euth 
attended to Joe Bedard in the store-room, went 
to Kirk’s cabin where, he chatted pleasantly and 
told stories of the wilds that, made Henry Tyne 
forget there was s^eh a thing as a copper mine in 
existence. And then he told of old John Allen and 
his los^, I 

“An’ I’ve been! figurin’ a bit on 'that same 
event, ’ ’ he concluded meditatively. ‘ ‘ John Allen’s 
loss wasn’t all an accident. Though we’ll never 
know but it was, o]Ld John was too damn’ per- 
tickier to put cables , on trees jist to have ’enr 
slip off again, ” 

Old Dags had been lying in his bunk listeniog 
without comment to ithe talk that had been going 
round. Suddenly he sat up and put hiis feet out 
upon the floor. ' ; 

“That’s what I said the day it. happened, 
John,” he declared. 

“That’s what I told John Allen himself before 
he .died,’’ .John Maekay admitted. 

As if to give embodiment to., the suspicions that 
arose vaguely in the minds of them all, a step 
sounded -outdpors and they looked up to see 
Warren Paxton’s form filling the doorway. He 
came in just far enough to see BZirkBrander apd 
Henry Tyne. Ther^was no suspicion of a snule 
on his face. He was serious, if not angry. 

. “Brander,” he said abruptly, “you have one of 
ihy men in your camp, held here against his will. ” 
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\ “Did he say sot” Kirk asked.- \ 

\ “It doesn’t matter a danm whether he said so 
or nbt,”’Paxton Sndpped. “I’m here to bring ■ , 
him back where he belongs.” > 

“You’re right, Paxton,” .Eark replifed, “it, < 

. doesnit matter. Joe Bedard isn’t going back any-, 
---how.’’ V . V - ' 

, “i[e isn’t, eh?” — . i: 

Pa^on turhed and spoke to someone waiting 
in the darkness behind him. Another figure caihe ■ 
forward and stepped into the doorway. Kirk 
recognizM Willoughby of the Saskatchewan Pfp- 
vinci^-Constabulary., , ‘ 

' “Hello, Willoughby,” he greeted him. ' 

Willoughby’s manner was pleasant: “Hello, 
Brander,” he replied quietly. “Don’t f'ou.fh^ 
you’d better hand over Joe afid save trouble.fbV' 
everybody?” '' 

Kirk’s face expressed his consternation. “Since 
when did the Saskatchewan police get power to act 
. in.M^toba, Wifioughby?-’’he a^^ “You’re 
about five hundred yards from Saskatchewan. ” \ ^ 
Willoughby’smanner waj^ unchanged. “I know; 
all about that,. Bstinder,”-he said Quietly.. “W^e 
doir’t get round omr patrols more than two or three . • 
times in a season and we ’re always willing to^elp. '. 
settle disputes. If Bedard is here^against -h^ ' ‘ 

I will you’re breaking the law and sooner oi;^’late|' 
we’ll get you anyho-w. 1 just want to >aye , 
trouble.” ■ .* , 

you don’t hand him over, I’ll bring enongh - 
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men over here to dean out your camp,” Paxton 
threatened. ' 

“Seems to me, Pax'ton, your feet aren’t track¬ 
ing straight to-night,” Kirk replied. /‘If Wil-' ^ 
loughby allows that lind- Qf thing to happen with . 
him on the ground, there ought to be some way of . 
putting, both you and him” into a whole peck of- ■ 
trouble.” _ .. - ; 

“Trouble be damned,’’Paxton roared. “I want 
Joe Bedhrd back where he belongs or I’m coining 
to"take him!” 

Suddenly Jolm Mackay got up . from where he 
had been sitting and moved into the range of Pax¬ 
ton’s Msioh. 

“Ah’ I say nobody’s goin’ to,,lay a hand on 
Joe Bedard till he plumb well wants to go,” he 
said in a voice that was , maddening in its finality. 
“My girl has come oyer to get Jbe an’ ,bring him 
back yrhere he can get the right kind of attention. 

" An’ she’s goin’ to get him.” , i . 

Paxton stepppi^ back Buddenl/M'if he'Kaif been 
hit. After a moment ot two of silence his thin 
smile gradually got the better of a look of ptoed 
^:r«^pri8e and he stepped towatds John Mai^y. 

“I’b^glad^ij^ou’re back,” he said, offering his 
hand:"," x/""' 

John Mackay. accepted ;the -greetingmoh^om- 
mitMly. Paxton turned to WiUouj^by, his man¬ 
ner’completely changed. ' ; - ■ 

“Willoughby 1; want you to meet jbto Mac- , 
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■ kay,?’ he said pleasantly. “This is Mr. Willough¬ 
by of the Saskatciewan fojce, John.” 

“Is itT” John Maekay retorted without moving. 
‘‘And, of course, if Mr. Maekay wants Joe to 
^ stay with him for a day or so, the case is alto^ 

"I 'gether different, 'ffhere won’t he any. trouble 
i oyer that.” ' ' 1 ^ J 

i - He turned and seemed on the point of leavin^^ 
j. “I’ni,:di^ng over to talk busmess with you as 
' I sooff as ^u get r'^ed up from yohr’cruise,’ John, ’ ’ 

he said* ,* 

“I"don’t get tired, Mr. Paxton,” J^&n Meckay 
repliecL ‘‘If I did I’d think I was gettih’ old or 
something.” 

Paxton’s, laugh seemed genuine enough even if 
it was a little forced. ‘‘I’ll come over in the morn- 
. ihg, then,^’he suggested. 

John Ma&ay spat into the ashes in front of jhe 
stove that stood in ^%iiddle o^ the room. 

. ‘‘I’m not taJj^’business till the last day of 

Augimt^r maybe th^ first of September,^’.hep 
said ^ually. . ^ ^ 

P^on turned his „smile upon Kirk and Henry 
■ ■T^e.- V • 

“We ban wait,” he said drily. 
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I^OR the days that followed, Joe Bedard re- 
^ mained tinder JoIm^Maekay *8 ;roQf;aad re¬ 
ceived, (cafe at-the hahda of his danghf^r- 
Wilh Tuck Roberts gone Bark had little time to 
spend away from tHe work in the mine but o^ 
casionally he iiiftde his Way to Mac^y’s cabin to 
enquire concerning Bedard’s conation. TMt h^ 
visits should hate been timed for the most part 
to coincide exactly vith those of Jule Alien, 
whether by accident or desi^, may be taken 
merely as a noatter of recorct . •, , .,' 

For a few days^ j|t least,^ Bedard’s condition 
was almost serious. But Ruth Mackay’s patience 
and her,native instincts .won put in the^ end. Bark 
v?as careful ^ inteifm’e iin;«any' way^lidth 
Ruth’s work but when the last sign of the feyer 
had subsided Kirk faced Bedard with the de¬ 
liberate intention of carrying 
had been in hismind fo:^aome dajs.y joe ^e^ 
he felt sure, hadaecretS, the revelation;of wmch! 
might be of value . 

suapicionB that4e 

onlj Phil Roche but Warr^np^on hs wei^ 

; nights .in succession he ste^eJmer^y itb^ 
halfbreed to talk. On thp^ecohd evening he kucr 
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ceed§d in learning that Boche had stmck the blbw 
thaf bad laid Bedard out that night in th6 tunnel. 
They had quarrelled over some miscarriage of 
plans for which Eoche had held Bedard re¬ 
sponsible. "When Bark pressed ^for more details 
concerning the nature of the plans, Be4ard looked 
once at Euih Mqckay and lapsed into silence. Bark' 
resolved, to ^waitLuntil ibe n^t night befnre-he 
asked any more questiors. ■> ^ ( 

^ \Aa he approached John Maclmy's cabin the fol¬ 
lowing mght he saw Phil Eoche pushing off in his 
qjanoe.! He could, not have seen Eirk who was hid- 
-detf.i^-the close uhder^owth through whi<^ he 
was walking, and Bark permitted him to get well 
Way)before he approached the^bin. That 
night ii|'Qe Bedard was sdeht to ^ his questions. 
Growing impatient, l^k tried threats with much 
the same result.. The half-breed was not going to 
be foiced either into making confessions on his. 
own part or into revealing secrets in the lives of 

; ^^‘Tbti^d better leave him,” Jbhn Maekay sug¬ 
gested, „ ‘‘One drop o^ Cree blood in a man’s veins 
Mfif hq don’t wbht.tb talk ybu cbuldh^rifi^e^^ 

. if you set him onhbt coit^.” , ) 

Before l^k left that evening^ John Mhbkay 
^called ihiiq, outsida onwibe -pretext nf tooking ut' 
soine sWpl®s of ore he had picked dpi bn a recent 
expedition., ^ 

■“TherW nbtiseiryin’ to get that boy to talk,” 
ibe old 'prospector said when they Were 1 alone. 
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“PMl was here this evening an’ they had few 
words in private. Prom this time on, JoeJf^dard 
isn’t speakin’ to anyone,; nnless maybe, the girl. 
Bnt yon’re not. goin* to get ainything“otit o’ her. 
She’s a lot of her mother in her.” 

“I’d never ask Bnlh,’’ Kirk replied- ^ 

“Something’s been on the girFg,mind lately,” 
John Mackay eontinned. “It’s ‘been^wprryin’ her 
bad an’she, won’t-talk.; -She’s ch^ged—just in 
the..|ast few days or so^^’ I don’t like it. She’s 
troubljed.” ' < 

“It may be all right again when Tuck comes’ 
back,” Kirk suggested. 

“That’s it,” Mackay replied,quickly. “Are you 
sure the lad isnomin’,back. iStmi have queer ways 
with them sometimes.” 

Kirk was startled at th§ suggestion, “^ck will. 
be back,” he said with confidence,, j^^^d he’s 
going to be back on nr before the 1^ day of 
August. I’m hanking on:Tuck—and ^uck has 
never failed me yet.” i c • / 

^'He’U come-^if he c^ Mackay replied, 

“I feel sure of*that too.” 

- “Sure,” ^rk declared. _ , . . , . • 

But on thfe way ba<k to campthat night he could 
hot free Miipself froin the feeling qf .uneasmesf 
that John Mackay’s . words had • given . him.^'^ Amd . 
through .the days ftat' fpuWM 
mated' until something like dark presentiment 
seized him and he found- himself'longing for* 
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Tuck’s returii as only the fate of their 

eiiterpnse but life itself hung on his coming. 

But , the days passed and Tuck did not com!e, 
though t^pughbut the last week in Au^st they 
watched constantly every approach to the camp 
to catch the first glimpse of him. And in the 
meanwhile Joe Bedard slipped away from Mac- 
kay’s cahih without Kirk’s kno-v^g and disap- 
^ peaxed from the districtlldthout speapB^ a word ' 
to aityone unless to Ruth'Mackay—but Ruth said 
nothing. / 

' It was a crestfallen pair of men that took the - 
trail to John Mackay’s cabin in. the late afternoon 
of that la§t day in August. They had waited im-, 
patiently day, confident th^t Tuck and Marion 
Curtis would arrive any minutet Henry Tyne had^f 
spent most of the day with ^ule ABen at her cabin, 
to. be on hand in case Tudk sho^d com^. Kirk 
had done his best to carry on the work he had at 
hand to'do, thpujgh most of his efforts had been 
., ^ ipeffootiveKon once .he- found 
himself hopelessly dependent upon others. Thoug;h 
: he refused to allo^his eonfidepee in Marion Curtis 
^. . and Tuck:i^^i^ to;wane, va^tiy 

'■^l^to' ahticiRa^^ wiiait it would be 1^ mthfia the 
, neadVdhy forced to leave the ' 

; cbuntiyT beaten a^Jg:fatlme^-a^he^ into , 

before,: they. had. seen Pia- 
.5 ton’s. can<ie_![eaye‘the lanc^g ^d. start across 
^ iakp towards: Ma^^ eaBjh. And nowj as Kirk 

foUotFS^hiS jmck .albng^ 
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the old man's shonlders drooped more and his 
step was more labored than it'haid been days. 

They fotmd Paxton in the'6abm>ifh ^hn Mafe- 
kay. Sitting on the lakeshore wheWthe canoe 
w'aited, waa Paxton's young clerk, ^irk l^d ex- 
p^ted to see Phil Bo<!;b^!^ahd his ^uijprise. made 
'hinJ^^<5yonde^ what had kept^Bochd a^y." Euth 
Ma^ay^'got^p from 'where' slin ha^ been sitting 
when Eark^i*^^^enry;TyneTira1nr^ 
a troubled look hpon JE3r^ went out, 

John Maekay was In^a very reticent miood. He 
received the greetings oi^E^rk and his uncle with 
little show.nf.cordiaUify'^^hnd^G^ted them i<f seats 
at a comfortable distance from wiier^ Pa^n was 
sitting., '^en he set aside thn pi^ fevba^^ 
nmoking^juid settled down in his e^ir^ a littl^ ill 
at eag^ The place he had been in the habii nf 
garding'as his home whs now a pia%of .btisihess, 
where sentinienl^ for the tme beings '^ould hot be 
allowed to enter; Men virhom he had treated 
always as friends, e^n if ^hjs treatmentdiad*-been 
anything^ hul:^^ were now :hier^iyr,t% moy. 
ihg figures^ in a contei^^in wMeh lie' wdsyy^ere^^^ 
The fact did not please^hirn^any.^ 

• —it Was precwely (ihe .aituatiori his^imagihation 
had pidnr^.for days and hh did'-ndt,' ^ 
the unpleasantness of it. ' 

.. -y‘«I-have-mo:'wishj]t^^^!^^y|i||(^^^^ * 

my own, John," Paxton,saidysuddeo^ amdlih"^ 
tone, that clearly indicated; his' iuOTess^g^'-^^^ 
fidence in.the iihal outcome of the whold a®a|rj^^^^'^ ^^^^^ 
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am ready toigo on anytime,” John Maekay 
said simply.' ■ 

“There need he nfj^eky oh onr account,” 
Henry/l^e observed. ' /V ’ 

Paxton assumed a manner that ‘waSj**alihost 
pomppT^. “I can state business in\a Very 
few he sai^ “I had hoped to have had 

a few_HBnntes. TOth-you pri:v^atel^^^ that-r-?’ ‘ r 
“WeTl be glad to withdraw——Hftnry Tyne 
began. ^ ^ 

, “I thmk it Vmuld h© as well to say what you 
have: to j^ay m each other Vh^nn^ 

"^^ kay; ihi^ '“^efd!ll. be vne nuOTmder-'t 

; st^<^*, ;&jen, oneway or another; Ahyho^-^it’s 
business^ an’ buslhess ihat we ’re hot ashamed of. 

^ to talk about it a!mong ourselves 

openly And mthout keepbi’ any^^ 

. • on# Mr. ^ ‘ 

: ;“^Ou Wght ohiV' -^t 

i was in the field for the Monhc bef^^^ 

f': control nmd^ it pps^ibl^^^ 


have reached the time when Mr. Tyners. opi 

make^my offer as -sebu’^asrl'^inow 'thatrtho' p^- '' 
peifty is on the "market agaih/ TEt is “iimt^^s wefi,, 

I perhaps, that !]^e is he^a . He can tell ns 
pretl^rfiTefinitely whht his intentioiM a're:’’^ 

; ^ ';“]Sto.'T;^e has It^til^nudiughtitb-nh^t to tell 
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what his intentions are,” John Mackay reminded 
Paxton. ' 

“There is no need of reminding Mr, Paxton of 
that,” Henry Tyne observed qmetly. “The time 
is getting short now—it’s only a matter of a,few 
honrs till we know what ont position will be. Mrs. 
Cnrtis may be back yet, of course, but I am not 
. sure what will be the nature of the news she will 
haveifpr us.__It,may-not be favorable when she 
does; come.” . . ' 

“Have you any proposition to make, Mr. 
Tyne f ” Johg,'Mackay .asked. ^ - 

‘ ‘ I have. The work has gone on st^adily'M the 
Micjnae since the day we s oured an option on the 
property. We have suffefed some httle setbacks, 
and a few obstpictiohs but w;e’hate nqt^^yfe^ 
up to the letter of our contract^we'have done 
more, actually, than the contract dolled ior. We 
have done more worki wd have ^ei^inpre money, 
l^cause we have had confidehafe'^in^the property 
"mid wanted to make it show up.” , 

‘‘What hs your prSpd$SiQh,1!^. Ty^ John 
Maekay tirged. 

“It’s this. Ibelieve we are entitl^„,^.,spmedh'?- 
cession, Mr. Mackay. .Thf^rp]|^ty^|ms^^b^ 

.- show high gr^e ore in quantities Siat we think 
will bear out pur e^ectatiphs, We ought ito have 
. ^^^ppportunity of developin^jtp'']^p]|(^^ 
for anothp six weeks,^ or'until the frepze-up. If 
. the showing contihuea gciod we'eoii^d th,^^ 
an opportunity of tak^ up the optionlandj buy- 
. ing 'the 'pTbpertr^^pteghti*’'-;’'"^^^^ y .. . 
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“You mean, then, to lia-v,e,the optionvexto^ded 
for ,an(other six weeks or so, ” John Mackay re¬ 
marked. ■■ 

such an arrangement npuld bs reached,” 
Henry Q?yne replied. / • 

“imd you,” JojGi Mackay said turning towards 
Paxton, ‘‘you are lo^^ki^to a year’s option on the 

place,”_- 

“liafi" what iye’re seekihgr-^d we’re ready 
to make payment as Soon as we know the pro-, 
party has been released,” Paxton affirmed. < / 

John Mackay sat. a mo^en^in-uneasy silencey 
“It 8eemf.to me, Mr, !I! 3 me,’’rliesaid at last,/“that 
as a ndsfl^er of mere business Mr. Paxton’s pro¬ 
position goeaa little farther than yauts and ought 
to be wbr^ moria.” ^ / 

He thought a moment longer. “ Suppose we 
could arrange another six weeks, Mr. Tyne, pan 
, you pay me the money. f 0 if, 4 ^the-extension before 
the espifation of our present oontraetT”. / 
;i‘That-wj5l depdlfci agairm^Qir t^^ 

Mrs. Curtis”’ Heh:^ Time a^f&tted. ■ ' \ 

“While I don’t wish to rnfluehpe, youx^udg^ 
ment unduly ”’ Paxton: offeredj, • *llr must bj^^ar 
that Mr. Tyne’s positiontiS a vei7"^tmPertiui^ 

' It seems to me that in matters of this Mrd the man 
. witilthe-rready moneyhas. the. argunm^”W^f^> 

! Kirk, who had Itetened to the ^scUBSioh:^;silT 
ence, a silence in which hope a!hd despair batiled 
within-: him, realized the full weight of Paxtim’s 
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statements. Money, after aU, made the argument. 
If Marion Curtis not. return, or if she‘ re¬ 
turned -without sufficient money to renew the coh- 
tract, their case would be hopeless, tke g^e^ould 1 
be up for them. And then it .cam^ ^to Bark as 
clearly as'if a yoice mthm^him had spoken, that 
the value he had placed on the prppe^ was not 
a money value at all. Here ih'^ihe ta^^itself he 
, had found what his heatt "had htog6re^!^tdr. 
Should he be forced to qmt, the futtt»ikah<i(S$he 
dreapis he, had had would become as nothing.^He 
couldnot l^ar the thought. He got to his feet. He 
stepped to^rds John MackaV end stood a mom¬ 
ent before huh in silehce while his mind seized 
more clearly the idea that had suddenly bloseohied 
there. - v f 

“Money, John Mac^y^-^moheyishptthe^^ 
argument, ’ ’ he said. * ‘ For ,you' who have lived 
in the north for years, even fpr ffie^ this^ is npt 
altogether a case of money. This is ^yptir country 
—if IS my eount]y:^X<nevefcreali^*4Jmt'^ 
now. You have'lived here. YbmdoS’t want to go' 
away from here. I have lived here. I wahf to go 
on living here. I wanXtormake?lhra^h^h1SittOT 
plac^ forhumanhemgs to live-^uoth -worse pHace., 
I don’t want to take the wealth-xmt of her 
spend it in the big cities., X,sWantiu.ihxang-^peopie 
h6re^.'^wt to see ■men’^imd‘-women heren^^d 
busy streets—and huinan Kfe in the making.^ v 
w^tto see some of otm dreainsr^our dreahis^aifd 
my dreams—become factt*. - And^'^-^fV why"^ < 
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want another chance to make good. We haven’t 

failed—not yet. It’ll take time. But he-” 

Kirk pointed toward Paxton, ke’Ji fail even 
when he makee the biggest success he ever dream¬ 
ed of* makiag. • ism’ll, fail becaiiseT—because he 
doesn’t care,for op Jand of silccess.” • 

Kirk’s impassmiied appal brought iTbhn Mac- 
kay rOut: of-Ms: un^y-ptitude^^^ 
mid reached agjgtm for his pipe. He began tillin g 
^ it: leisurely^ hmking at Bark and then at Henry 
^^Tyne it^L^^ren Paxton as if heTwished to see if 
they ^Sslfd^at he did.- • , 

‘‘And ydip is your-proposition, Br^derf” he 
asked as K^k inade a pause., 

{■ ': ‘‘I haye/nothing to giye, Jqhn Mackay,” he. re¬ 
plied, -nothing but a promise:Tr-a premise to go on 
working I hpe worked^lo show ' the world 
what we have and to tell theru .we don’t go beg- 
, ging—that- ^ey can come to us.-^And when we.Ve 

got what .^e are working forr-^to keep it here, to 
’-1BmM’‘dur otm efy^S^Tl^l^'our o^^homeR'and'^ 
—^and live our own litres;” 

tfgee^ to me we’re get^g away from the 
'p6mtJ’^1P*axtoh‘sugg^ , T. 

-John Mai^y piae^ the match to his pipe and 
. puffed a mbniepi-, ‘'Either,'that—or we dmven^t 
' ^been^tm- thwpoint an ’• are gettini:::tp;^ imw;ii:Jhije' i 
said slowly." “It’s either one or 'tE^Sl^r^thaf'^f^ 
certein,” . ^ ‘ 

' ,:Paiwn vms clearly growing impatient. ‘ 

,—jiiad^lapropositionj’’ he.sa^^^ “and'Henry Tyne 
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has made a proposition. It’s for yoh to- decide 
between ns, John.” - % 

“Or leave yon both ont .of- it,John Mackay 
” smiled, “ an ’ talk business with Brand^r. ’ ’ 

“Brander hasn’t put a business proposition, at 
, all,” Paxton protested. “He’s got a lot of poor 
^eiitirneht that im’t vortb a <|ollar-^and senti¬ 
ment won’t ran a mine.”_ _ . - 

- “Well,” John Mackay:observed, getting up 
from his chair als-a signalijhaf:the diicuseion was 
at an. end fo^r the present'lit least;"‘‘’%iman must 
have time to think. Hothi^. can .be d^ne about it 
, till midnight anyhow—that’s some hours off; By 
that time be asleep an’-won’t be movin’ round 
much before sun-up tomorrow mOihin’. When 
I Ve slept on it for a night-^thought it over in my 
oW bed and on my own place—there’ll be time 
enough to talk about it.” . : 

He went'to the door of his cabin and looking out, 
drew a deep breath as if he wis|ied'to brace him^ 
self tomeet-the problemhe^ftf'fdcffigr^^^l^^ 

‘ ‘ There’s some of your inen wait^ outside^ Mr. 
Pmcton,” he said, looking at - P^on m 
^uestipnlhg eyes. ‘‘Are they 
Paxton went to the doorway an4 glanced: out. 
“I’ll be going no%^ he said without aeemjhg to 
notice the four ih6n<who;. w^ 
the (»bin and the Water’s edge. " 

Kirk turned suddenly from where he jtSd been 
standmg and. foUowittg Paxton, . cast his eye^ 
about hiri ■ A yai^e sus|iiei6h 
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• He stepped quickly towards Paxton and laid Ins, 
hand heavily on his shoulder. / , ' , „ ' 

•Paxton turned and gave him'a vicious look 
“Take y^^our hands off,me,” heyCoinmand.ed. 

Kirk’s Wp tightened, “"^at-are these men 
""doing her^’he asked. _ )( ' J 

Young fellow, it’s none^^your damn’ busi¬ 
ness,^’; P^td:^snapped. pot on yohf 

property.” ' \ '/!’ 

.S^denly ftpm the busVes into whi^TTran-ih^^ 

trail'to the old mtui Dags^'emerged. Ev^^ 

at a;d^t^e .Kij'k\coTd4<^ee. that the bid man was 
excitea When-W sa\wtork he stopped suddenly. 
“Coi^e on, Ka^i^e csdled. /‘Get back to ti}e 

■■preekl^’Y ' ' 

Paxton'\place(Pldmself between JOrk ^d D.^s.; 

“ Take. a, ;^rd of advice frqii me, Brander,’’h© > 
said, “and stay where you are, ” \ \ 

Paixton’stnenmovedupfrpmffieuShoreofthe' 
l^e §n,4,Iqiiere4kea^iite,tsa^,4 
were, casual and \8howed; no outward; iudicaltiom 
that they were fulfilling hny prea-rfanged j^an, ' 
But Kirk was'taking no chaiitces.., .. 

“I^i going; db-^/hat trai| Pabdon^” heVeikdV'; ; 
quietly. ‘‘Get your men^^outblmy-w^y-” ,;^^^ ; 

He ^^pl^axtbh tb one Bid(^<^ser^^/i£^ ^ ^ 

fore hihi had suddenly ehangeii Then^moyemmtjB j ' ? 

;^ilajnly. ex^ess^^ei^Vpurppse,^ 

bhe siSb ,tp ']Pax|on’s:;nzsh, and seiscbig a \ , 

: donbi^bitted axe thiftt jtood against a log where - ^ 
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Joli^ -^kc^ay prepared jfiis fuel, lifte^ it and tum- 
edjto.ii^,jdienL F p;dj,ji»e paused 

aind sietjluMieitf for tite i^shL,: ^ liey came at 

liimlieieaped towards them the axe and ,, 

s>inTi tijig -hia warning. ^ddfenhess of his at¬ 
tack and^e fiejcKaeisS wuth ti^ch he cama down 
ttipofi"the%^v^a8^ thain they co^d be e^ected 
Jp^ifithstMidi. 

at another 'they-fell back and left trail jd^r 
-before lum; 

Dropping the axe he ran towards; Dags and to¬ 
gether they hurried oft down tiii/e feaiL l^^en they 
had come within a hundred jgi^ds .pf^ thei^ . own 
camp Dags spoke, bis .wor& coming bunijediy 
and brokenly as he struggled; fdr .br)^th,;vl;.: k- 
“Get down to the. cabin--rAHen’s-;^hi^^^ he 
said. :<‘She was upT^ule-^rcameTup ^ 

goin^ to g;^ Tu<di;^theTe^a spi^ ^ 

-^theg jre g om^ to 
She Sad. to g^O'bscfe^Philuba 
down.'' , ^ ^ 

mat ^Dag&.ha^tad^ 

.(»li)Mwt*md excited 

fied a few minutes ilfftir^^ 

into the open space^ in 'w^hrstpbd^ Jid^' 

cabih7lE[elcea[lized.thatJadei^^{^pk^1l^^ > 

make the attend wy ^e beforejfodn^ ^^^ ~ 
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whether, he came at sU. __But Paxton, had done all 
in his power to provide against Tnck,’s ^mmg at 
the last moment and hpsetjihg his h6pes%st when 
they seemed oh the.ppint, of being realized. 

He r^ to the cabin, tiarew the dopt_^ 9 pen sud¬ 
denly arid stepped .irisidei^ As, he did so Phil 
Eoche arid Julg^tairied to face him. Tlie look of 
srirprishin't^oeK’SifaCe ehariged suddenly to a 
.scoTdp^fflgex. -JButJBGtk^Jdyes were upon ^ 
Alleriyface!, .,’Ihere Was pain there and, pleading, 
and Ihen, budderily, defiarice; - , 

“HiAl’.’she cried. , - . \ 


j . E^che tinned .on'her look that com- 


' pumde^derice. ! Jule mpyed:intp a position where 
- t ^fe bjejrixlhd ceri^^ .stood between 


■ '^I’H'ispeiik xf f w 

^ . ii® defiantly at Eoche. Then ,tunung torBark she 
;2.i,^aa0BatMued.rs*^^They;are going 

-^iih^^^^hot'going to let himnome-Hsomet^g 
m^appeningr-^som^iiing: 


Euth’k-sakdi-^ 
cEark-looked-at t%to^f^'^^^ do that,*" 
PhE,’’ he said, going towards Jule and standi^ 

' beside her. . - . , - ' - . 

„ ,. JBjqchb. Ipsgie^j^t0f8,,.:^e,:itah)h^ 

*.‘We*re goin* to^p ii^hrid we’re ^ 

.■••'he-said., 
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“"wiiatVihe idear' Kirk asked sti^Aiinig^to 

■ V-'i - 

darkeneSL /‘What’s the idea?”,he 
retorted.^ /‘‘You’re the id^—‘you and Mm and, 
your whole.gangF You^<th^ you ^ get away 
with, it , all no one will stop 

you. Wkl, iTl sthjp ydh!.; You V e won—I Ve Ipst. 
Here’s :^ere weTc^^ ’! ^ 

- Erk^wM^pt jm^^ h 61 di-a.%radg‘^^ 

jBoche’s'foM ta^es ii the;dog Derby andhisiDtef- 
ference oh beha}f of P^^oh^s-Mtere^ti^rdhlrilig l^e 
summer w-ould have - been sufficieht'^clmse for 


anger, i|But in 'tttese tMhgs^^’ after all, B^k had 
been victor. Tffih'suspieion, however, that Boehe 
had been’at lehst indirectiy responsible fbr^&e 
death of Wally Lamont made :lus blood^pt 
.. stood and fac^ himu And lioche-^as how carry¬ 
ing out his plans' toected agfdrht Yuhfe i^hpits. 

. What those<plahs were he eo^d hidY'^hass;’ 

,^ 53 ]^’s waihing: had;^made " 

nt where,.dpe^ Tuck cohie intndhiBl?^hA-ask-^ 


Boche. ieShed closet' across 
might just as '^^get .this stri^ight^^^ l^er,’ ’ 
hh said;^‘TM^Bob^^iYSp^^ 

Ihckis wanted outsidOr^-Vi^^ipbadK^an^they Ve 

" ^Wafitedfor-whatJZ ’ Kirhrswfedsimbewjid— 
faShon.^ ■ ' - 


.r‘‘Ai* ■W21oughby,V;Itoche,'repHi^|s^^^ 

^atlVer^t^vfell ydh 
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m here now aif spoilin’ onr plans, we're'goin’ to 
spdU SOinOitluflgsfof 

! For a moment Bark was struck dumb. He turned 
' to ^ule mth a ioolc of appeal buf she turned away 
and put her hain(^. oyer her, face. Suddenly the 
simple fact^ of the i^se ^ime upon him in full 
force. -Somewherej in aB^probability, Tuck in his 
ea|;emess to reach cainp befpre it was top late, j 

' WOT pijrthat n^onsj^t hufi^g^into the: trap that 
JPaxtpn and BPche had.setifor him. , Outside the' 


cabin,yrait^g on the shores of the creek, were men 
of Paaton^s gang &d just aOross lie ^eek, with- 


, his own province, ‘Wiffloughby Waited with the 
au^ority^^ of the law behind him.' For the moment 
he forgot fhe mission upon ^Which ^<* ha<l^a--+^l^ 
harked He foi^ot Henry? Tyne and the ]Mj[cmac.f 
He forgot-tha vision he had. had that aftemppn, 

; .theWision'’pf ^ He.thpn^t.onlyaf. / ■ ' 

tMthadb^ "vHetmmed'Lcbm 

jule and staite<|^<^ the Open dooiway.HutHpc^i^/ 

' ®o^i^’:i^estood withj id^ baci:' 
again^it^-y,,";■r^ 't', 

; V*,^et bi^,_^j^andpr>r” heapnn^d^^^ 
wh4re the game goes on withoutyou.^^ ^ ^ ■; ' 

K&k recoiled, stepped bnch.:ft .ebuple:^^ 

; ^d Ibpk^ at Boche. lie lojok'pf gui^^ 

there' e^e sbn^^ ' 

This was not the Kirk Brahde^^^^ 
theidbig. rhcp,; wrddf tbe.B^t at;th^ 

' nOtthd^HlI^anderyhp hhd n^^ r' 
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tie 'Water and had given battle in a canoe more for 
the sheer love of fighting and the sport ofeit thmi 
anything else. He. was rather '^e man who had , 
^zed^pon theirozen foym of Wally Lamonfe and 
had gone almost mad from the sight.' He raised 
himself to his full height and then croncEed Iotv; as 
he regarded t he f ace of the mai^who stood between. 
'hin?'^and(the help he, wanted to give Tuck.BobertK 
■ j-“RPime, heJ ^d-betweeiL-setlteeth,-'^i'back 
from lhat door.” \. 

For reply Roche n^yed a,step to;ward8 him and 
sto 9 d on the def enmve'.-^^hark mpyhd .bacfc d eoi^le 
^ of paces until he st^d beside Jnle AUem 
. ‘‘See diim^” he raid^^thont loohiBg at het. 

‘ * Tha^ man killed Wdliy Lamonte. ”. / 

, face became vicious as he looked at Jule 

ahd -oi^^dck agtdn a|l^fc “That’s a lie^’^e 
hissedL, ■ . .f 

Butls^k did nc^^he^ to hear th^mn^; .'“H® - 
left hi^pnvtoe/traih withodt^^^g*^^^ 

“isn^ tMVK^ "ifow he’s after 

Hp(iepaaIe1^ow^ him sullenly. ' ' 

^ule,^’ Kirk' said sternly, “back out of 
the way.’A - ^ ^ ^ 

' He put one hand out to push her away and for^ 
a moment he relt her hands i^dto 

“KirkjKto^ 

more'than a whisper."’^ ' ‘ i 

Jtt the sound of her voice Roche sprang foilward ' 

'and ffirkstepiped ba With> 
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■ ' ‘ ' r ' ‘ t 

hiB anns he cl^red ithe table and a couple of 
chku:^ ftbin the centre of the fldbr and turned mth 


the ^ar^e moyenrent to meet Boche who was bear- 
ing4owh on hirct > As they closed suddenly with a 
rush, the door opened and He^ Tyne entered. A 
cry from Jule brought the old nmn to her side. In 
-that-one tense moinent e^rs caught the 

sound qf^hb'girl’s voice.and then—^the souhd pi 
-his old“imcle^s-voice^alling his name; iVoia^^t^ 
oh: he hea^ nothing, saw nothing but the man 
whose rushes he ,met-with his own, knew nothing 
but the Stem business He had in hand. Qnce in 
a moment’s pause he lookedvover Boche’s shoulder 
and saw P^ton’s form near the door. Already 


it was nearing: sunset *md the bUli^ figure the 
half 4usk of the-cabin’s -ihli^rior looked to Eirk 


like ah evil gWst.that had entered without sound 

ormovemfent,:;’-;;,;;;.'.';., 

- JBut thhb^ gfimpTOlie had of Paxton aiv&eped ^ 
^e instfect of prinu hate. He tore in^ his 
ahtagohiSt'tidth the reckless fury, of a,,ma(toah^^.' 

;^e for!^ of 

E^k’s rush'seizedihppprotind' tte Ijody 

-BSvptoSecbhdi:|hey' stm^ at cl68e;TangSi:^dl:^ 
siimQSt blinfiiy;^^^ 

againj BbclieT^m tof stand in his 

’^aeks^;wim^?s^^ggM:foTbi%m^^ 

wae in no mood to the fight-to. lag; Gathering 

hia^remainmghtr^^ he ;Bprang,'forward again 

witfc T^e full: weight of his body behind the blow; 
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This time ]^che tried ^yk^^ardly to aTdid the 
^h, then, ,:i^diag^it, jmj)c«Silfle.^^ 

Kirk once more in his; arms and hore down. Under 
' the force of. the attack the t^o mim; Inrched over 
the table where it stood aga^t'the will and 
Kirk felt Boeim’s weight, sag, hdplessly under. 
. hiuL :■ 7 - 7'-''7 , 


Eealmng^that it was: o^er,' B^k was c^ to 
rest a mom ent, hold ing B ochft niv bla 
i|ie;tehle. Eoche m^e’'a;3ist deSpetit^^ 
to rise, and then\^ .wa8 beitito:^^ 
toew it., For ^mom^nt^fere waslno spi^d 
the labored,;breat^g 
spoke a word; ;!;Bnddei3dy a .cry 
Jnle and Hen^ , 

quicMy and loolc.behind him,. , .Tti thtf d^m 'bght of 
the cabm he saw B^bmriishffii^'lb^atdsflu^^^^ 

• had lifted a chair above his.head ahd^|^thiin<i^ 

on top of him before^he reali^ What;,,T^7^ 

pening; Instead of backing - away^ sprirngr to- 
wards Paitoh and shot under his ajm^s^fefdre^he 

^•had time'to bring'tbeF‘iBhMia‘?ddWEI? 1 l^;®SS’’^^^Kh 

issued in' a .Kbad of leitgthenftj 

fell about Eork in a helpless embrmie and'thochair 

Mattered to-thcfloor.-' 

.Boche, there was the appfeahdfi «L Ti;ifl.ti;4ti7 de*»p»i*7 
But. .Boehe> who had'i^at 


remained where hewawand'YdjgliM'^tn^I^ 
appeal with ^ s^oile that was ^Imil^eroTeisivb of 
c<mtempt. K^alii^edriok 
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ton’s aiMes fmd mth a vigorons push sent-him 
sprawling on his upon the floor in one corner 
of the roonu Eoc]te’s sinile was one almost of 
amnsement. Bnt Kirk, in the madness that pos¬ 
sessed Lim^ turned again to meet the rush he ex¬ 
pected from Boehe, and to meet it with a rash of 
his own,that w<pdd bring the struggle definitely :to 
^ end. He diS not see the look in Boche’s face, 
pr^eing.dt^d not understand.-He wasffi^ting 
^o ways now and Paxton’s, tactics had'merely 
Jiuic^ened his d^|ermination and heightened Ms 
ftiry.. f The! two jtneh stood a moment looking at 
eiush ether. . Then G^che fpimd his^ voice. 

. M.That’U do, Br^d^^^^^ thickly. “I’m 

hot. J^j^’ .dbuM^^ ; , ; , 

; G^^tjon had goijl^^^^ .feet.and was giving fjcee 
^iess^pm to his bpimpn of ;^^e in roun^ of 
iTmji' prOfanit|g; Kirk backp^ away ffopar'^i^e 

■ Befpm/iiie threat of .wiothbr- infuriat^Th^ck 
- Ba^oh^s selfrcontrol returned almb^ miracu- 


f‘Gefcotlt there and call your men off,” Kirk de- 
' manded. .•* v ■ 

'^uP!B33Sk;^^^’^erat"t'^^^ wo^d 

have, responded. . The door burst sudd^^ 

'and ^a^diSst'' the wamhg^'ll^t^ of the optstde/^&^ 
■'figure ’oft' Maidon'^6kirtis*'appeared.""’Sire"rtislifed 
' towards Bdrk and stood before hiiii^ her ;hands oh 
. hi^ arm, unable to speak. 

' '“‘Where^s Tuckt” Kirk asked quickly. 
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* ‘ qiaifik, ” she replie'cl .^gihg him towards 
thfe doon ' ‘‘^Hiey halre 

Shouts of men without startled th^ ^d for- ^ 
getting for'.the-moihient the struggle that had en¬ 
grossed their attentton within the cahin, all, rush¬ 
ed together to the doorway following, closely upon 
Kirk’s heels. A shpt sounded from rthe opposite 
- shore of the creek, ^hen another—and a thjrd. A 
canoe-shqt frqmr the-coyer: cjf-an~ovBrhsmging 
clump, of v^ows and dart^ into 1ha cufi?eht; In 
thenuddle of the canoe sat Tu^ ^befts. i Behind 
him was ioe Bedard and m front, Buth Mackay. 
A fduT%;i^ot sounded fronrthefarther'Shore and 
Tuck crouched suddenly in the canoe as if he had 
been hit. All at pnce the canoe Seeined to leap 
foirward'^as it dropped doymward intb the main 
" eurrenl and^^headed for the pentfe of-the irapidsf] 
The frantic effdtli h'f Joe B’^darH: ^ere'helpless 
agaiist the po^e^fhat drbvAinemde^ 

SAinrling c^rent syejpt the <^oe first to side 
and then to'the :bther but always madlylfQrw 
^ the spotowhere^jthe 

•rounded oyer the' ro^-iedgi^ a-nd li Tri-ng tfd below. 

. •mefinn me shore shbuted wa j^mg'jCTH-rto y/a mbihr 
,j Mt there^^as neither prc|tidljr^ 
them’;' thero5Las^ only hope , that by some super- 

be beaten and the canoe pass dbWward with its 
burden to'theqmet level ^ 

.PhilBoche, who had rushed with Kirjf to the^dge 
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' frf the mattered S 9 methin^ ander his breath . 
■ ihat ^nght have iieeh t^en fqir either an impre- 
catioh or a prayer and that .probably partook of 
the nature of ^pth'. . 

As the be# of the canoe approached within a 
few feet of the critic^ point in the rapids, Bedard, 
by a frantic effort swrm^ it into the very 
iniddle of the main current Their oply hope lay 
" in keep^m^ftM freon thelkrck¥/“M 
over the ^^ge,:ahd*^t before it ^ d^^ down 

^ain te take &e water, he got almost to his feet, 
struck out and forward with his paddCe* to throw 
them, dear of a boulder, settlM b^ek to more 
balance to the canoe and, with the course open be- 
* foie them, sat with both hands gripping the guh- ‘ 

. and trusted tp fortunp^ for the rest.' - • 

/A shbtii arose as the'" canoe passed what 
; • Seemed to be the most dangerous point in the 
rapids and thenisuddenly.a:nerBed, alxa6st stoppe<^ . 
took another drop dpwnwards, stood, for the 

the fur and the:.;Stern. with-, 

out the slightest apparent wamihg, flopped , 
,, ,eyer;|^eja3%.^and^.,ba(^^ aw^ .i; 

^ ;#aid‘ff sh::^^prto Ifo VdrH 

bathe .&o^J^os^ in the esmopi. there 

atose a cj^ 'i^dst bf-:an^& as 

the SCTeaid tp fender '^hat assist^ce ttey could 
the? three w^o.-^^ the^frater. '. 


. 



CHAPTBE XXy. 


A N hour later BZirk Brander We the form 
( /V of Euth Mackay up the narrow patiiway be- 
side the.rapids'hml into ^tde-AHen^s cabin. 
The men gave lway before 
open and unobstructed. With him was J^e Bedard 
wht) had got himself out unharnied and-hW stayed: 
to help the others look for Euth IMackay^vwho had 
not. come to the.surface a^in after nhe had been 
drawn under by the ba(h:wa8h at the fpet of the 
rapids, "^thin the cabin didel A^ 
dressing a . wound in Tuck. -Ebberisv: Shoulder 
where,'^^ pf WiHoughby’s’ shots'had iound its 
mark^^^tk-laid Ms Wdeu W|p^t;hSdr^in?du^^^ 
roomWd :tumed tp. speaft to Marion Gnrtie who 
had^oUowed him from theptiter ;robni? 

' •‘♦This is 

gone for John’Mackays ' ’ . 

“Your uncle went a few minute s ago,” Ma rion., 
Curtis tepned.-rt.*B«‘e1ub^@^^'^>?^ 
Bark shook his head. >‘‘We workM fgt three- 
quaiters of anhourwithbutdOie s^^ie^^^ 

^he repIied**4‘H«w^s«Tuc&f??j^ 




“ Jule is dressinlghis 
As she spoke Tack 
'.W face white and drawn. Bileh&y’ he 
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lookedidoTtii at the face of Rtrth Mackay. 
' avAy iind^ 

of thie Wbin ^yh^re he sat down on a bench and 
bowed, ins hea^. ' r 

;^k turned and looked at Marion Curtis. 
^ this,’’he said slowly. 

. ^*Dtgeth^ they left the j*oom and went put to 
.; :^it fpi^ John Ma<iay and Henry Tynpj^ arrive. 
-^Eirk’s3r6art, there burned a desire. t^|et ffom 
- aU that had happened btit 

A glanee:^vTuck’s.face; m that impossible. He 

f(m6;W:ed Marion Curtis to ihe window and looked 
ourtpwj^ds the river where a group of men were' 
^til st^dihg talking among themselves. 

. have lost but all around,” Marion Curtis 
said in a;voice & ’ oidy for Kirk’s 


: Kiik^fia^^ “ Ybu meai^ybu 

, b^g ba^ ■■ ’ h^asked; 

'^Itwill 

J^e mbre/time.'^-phe:;cam^^]^rfpjm . 
,. "a^O^p^V^EaStm^^toSk^riien I went nut, ’ ’ 
^^Howimuohstimef’^ 


^ j. / ' :^k turned from ^e wm^ow. Jule Alien was 
~ I entering the room whebe he had"laid Buth Mackay. 
r* v^ed to" the" 

i ; doorrof! the rooim ;He paused tod looked at Jule 
' / as' She^stoodwilh.^^^^ on the hair of the j^I. 

." /%ii6 had been her sole companion during the sum- 
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mer.' Then as he steppW through "the doorway 
and stood hear jkhe foot of the bed; she c^e to 
him and laid, a hand on his am silently. As he 
..loohed atrher,. ithe announcement of Marion Cur¬ 
tis ’ failtre calme to him with added significance^ 

“This looks like the end,” he said quietly,. 
“Marion—r—” 

“ She has told me, Jule interrupted him. 

JKrk^turned-irpta her a-littlo and-fiaid a hM^ 
gently on her shoj^^er^ l*Mdu’t think-^I’d have 
to—to give it up,” he said. “I dqn-t want to leave 
" it—I can^t lehveit—I can^t go baA there.” 

The outer door opened and J[ohh Mackay and 

Henry.Tyne ehtei'4d together. As the two older 
. mm came into the room'Jule and EiSk withdrew 

^ and left them alone!.. . ' . j ... ! 

Taking .his' hat, fork. wmt- to . the door and 
opened it. It Was gro>yjhg dark and there would 

be some things to dp; at the cam;^V Where he had 
left Dags sdone in charge of the work ever since 
i he had gone, to John Mackey ?s imbin earlj tha^ 

I . afterapom*Tt^?seefiied hbw'^tEat“(^ya^ 

‘ since that visittoJoimldapkay;: Well,heha^^ 
i ; what he could. The dreamhe 
i secretl^fprWeej^^edhmn’shati^ 

! ,look^ very dark and about huhnoWWaa fi^^^^^ 

1 ^nd:plan,nPthihg,butcbhfu8iphahdjCTp^^^ 

; j .,,35rith,e.wor 

. hat and'went'out. - • - / 

i T^en he had stepped out%e saw a 
| . . standjngrbetW^'the. cabin 
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looked at them Phil Bpcke draw away'from the 
others^and advanced to^^ards him. feirk; sent 
Tnck along the trail wd waited himself for B<>che. 

- “Prander,?’ said. Roche Vrhen,he stood finally 
before. Kirk, ^‘ihi^ l^g is oyer for me. I’ni get^.' 
tin^ ont. An’ the reason Ain’t yvu—an’ iflain’t 
her.” .p[e nodded his head towards the cabin. 
“It’s.the boss-over there. This.w6^3n/t ’a’ hap- 

- pened -ooily^he/s ■ a crook; - He’si^nlled -all 'the 
crooked.|tuff that’s been done m j&iis game.\ ;^ow 
I’m g^f^ont. I’m goin’ in north for the vmter 
.Ml’ yo^;won’t.hear from me. .1 figure we'both lost, 
vBra^der, whem wb came ifbpn this. ,I lost, |hat’s. 

. sure^^’.yon di^’t get anything put. of it. 

He, waited a moment for ll^k-.to make some 
resjiimae bnt Kirk whs thinking very hard ;Mid;yra8 
silent. Qi^y%hen Roche tmm gOodi3 he ^n 
J^spe^'; ^ 

• “Phil, he said i^'a ybice.. that -was firm;;mth 

resolntion to see - the whole affair; throngh to 
the mdr'^who 'framed -thaV ftir-«t€ailing' on 
TuckT’T V ' ^ 

Roche took a step towards him. “Brander,”he 
'^said;:*tth^t'yasn!t my wbrfct'F'ddn’rknow^Who 
did that. Bnti do know that you’re makin’ a mis¬ 
take in stickin’to,ThckvHe’rgood^enoughj^^^ 

- he-ifr but—^ck!B„got.a.recor^JBiander, mi.’,you, 

can’t afford'to keep him round” / ’ 

• Kirk had heard enough aboi^t his frien<^ Tuck 

Roberts, to set him to wondering. \ 
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‘^Whali do you know about Tuck?’’ he asked 
•quickly..]? ,, 

, * ^Tud k^ tell you himself, I feckon,” Eoche re¬ 
plied. “He’s gotmo chance^ew he gets out an’ 
he’s got to 'get out good and quick or he’ll not'find 
the goin’jany too easy. If he’s-goih’ my direc- 
tion^ tell Mm he’s welcome.’’ . . 

Kirk waa ^ j^ss to underst^ijid Eoche’s chan¬ 
ged attitude, . . 1 . 

“You’d Selp him get away?” he asked. 

Eoche sniffed impatiently. “'What’s the use, 
Branjder?’! he replied. .“This .^’t any repent¬ 
ance stuff I’m pullin’rr^ot a.little bit---but I’ve 
been in tiie| wr6ng kind uf a game. I don’t know 
how to play it with men likp W^; K P. I might 
just as well admit I’m stuckbut-r-I’ve had^the ex¬ 
perience an^never again !” , 

Kirk felt, somehow, that Eoche was^siiicere: One 
thing more, however, he wrn^ted him to mi^e" clear. 
He stepped io eiose to Eq(Ae that their facds al¬ 
most met. \ T 

if.‘Who tooki-Lamonte’s'ffdgs/ Phil?” he asked. 
Eoche’s codntehahce fell slowly and h^ turned 
away. “I’m gettiu’ out, j^ander,’’^e;ghrd, ‘ten’ 
that—that ^sthe reid te^qiiirirt^^ 

•that.” 

He walked a^ 3 ^ mid Kirk stqdd^^atehjmg 
up^ ie, had.4i^^pipea:red M 
fession ^d affec^ Kirk strahgi^lyi I&dhh^ 
have defended himself against the law.; He ^uld 
never haje escap^ the df ithe iuemef ^ 
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northlacd^ however^ had they come to know what 
he hadjdone. Thaihe BhgTdd'‘tEas have thrown 
himself entirely on Kirk’s mercy was an indicar 
tioh ttat hediad completely s^rende.yed. 

Eafk trirnM away he|dt that li^ hh(Ssom^eawn 
to feel grateful-to Phi| Boche. A-man, nfter= 
whj[) can confess his Wrongs and can^acnfipe - 
everything, as Boche ;was doing, becans/of the m,^.3 
: wai^mot heyond:redem;ptibnr“And Kirk kne^ 5 ^|m| A 
for! Phil Boche to leave the place in which'f|^ ■ f 
Alten moved and never return to it was an atone- ( 
mrat\hat few men would have made for the great- f 

est sin they had evet eominitted. 

" He ramed away and joined Tuck Boherts wait¬ 
ing for him in the shadows. And all the way h&<^—- 
to the kunp Kirk’s mind struggled with what PhB 
JScmhe nad told him. He would have asked Tuck to 
^t all, to tell him the whole Ixuth about his 
pastlil^ but their four years together had taught j 
him tha^alue of a. friendsWp, that was taken on 
itswym^erits ^d no questions asked. He^ would . 

' Vmt trac^ himseB voluhto^^^ 

An hour later. Marion Curtis stood in the open , 
door wa y of the ca.bjn and look^yat the woods and ^ 

the creek and^el^eyE^[^ale uimer the starlight, 
jnle Alien stood beside her. Bmiind them John 
* tf'^ay and Henry Tjme sat together at the table. 

■ ^bit v'oices broke the silence only at long inter- 
va&4hd their words were little more than whis¬ 
perings. In one corner Joe Bedard sat on the^ 

' door, his back ag^st the wall. 
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' Marion Curtis had told Ju^ the sto^'^f her own 
,failuye and the two were now under the deepey 
^Idoin that had fallen nppnplace. . Presently 
from the creek shore a shadow came towards the 
cabiiL Tljey both recognized T^arren Paxtou at 
* once. Marion Curtis touched Jule lightly on the 
arm and whispered, to her. ^ 

“ Go in and cipse the door.., I want to speak to 
* him alone for a minute, y ji l ' 

Jule withdrew and Marion stepped out. When 
-the 4oor was closed ^hind her<Bhe went directly 
towards Paxton. ‘ ‘ 

‘ ‘ Good evening, ’ ’ he said in his usual honchal^t 
manner. 

She returned his greeting and stood befpre him. 

' “It may be none pf my business^ ” she said, “but ' 
you are on your .way to see John,Madkay, aren’t 
youl”’ , 

“I had that in j^d,” he a,dmitted. “The oc¬ 
casion—’’ ' , , 

. “Not on business,” she interjrupted. 

> *‘That was not my main idea,” he repiEe,d,..,y Of-w 
course-^’’■ *; 

“ Just a minute, Warren Pairion. 1 always knew 
you were thick-skinned. But this is going, a little 
too fari You wiU not tglk'business with John 
Mackay tomi^t. ” ' . ' . 

“I am nmkiag every'allowance for the.jdeU- 
cacies of the sifTmti^ii,., Mari.Qh"^^^ res- 

'ponded. :“But yt^u must realize-r-'’’; , 

“I realize ope thing'^sh now,” she put in 

.j 
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AgaiA, ‘‘arid that iffTliat you -will stay away al-‘ 
trigethet uideais, for urice, you are '<^irig to act 
as<l wish in the iriatter.” 

“I'm.in’np mood to have you interfere with 
what is ientirely my own affair,” Paxton blustered. 

‘‘I have moods, too, Warren Paxton,” she re¬ 
minded h^ ‘‘Justnow-I don ’t want you in there. 
I’m not so sure that you would be very welcome 

:■ Anyhow.”';.---r';-:r - 

1. ‘‘That’s my affeir—and I’m qmte capable of 
,looKing>iffter it myself. V / 


He bashed roughly past her and strode towards 
thafcahm. ^When he reached the door she spoke 


‘‘You are going to force me to do something 
’ very"unpleasant,” she warned hiim ' ^ 

TTis answOr was ?a grin that Marion Ctlitis 
r‘coul4 not see from where she stood in the darkness 
and he opened the door abrupfly and went in.: A 
few minutes later there caine the sound of a foot¬ 
fall on the trail from the Miciriac. In a moment 
the forin of Kirk Braider ihby^ onf of ^t^^^ 

.. dows. H^had completed his work at-the camp 
and was returning for* Henry Tyne. When he 
©line before lice cabin he stripped sfiddenl^iand" 
looked ht Marion Curtis. She hastened towards 
him and he rioef her hall .way. « ’ < - 

- “Co on in, ’ ^ she said quickly^ ‘ ‘ Paxton has goqe 
. hi and he’s just fool enough now to cause trouble: ’ ’ 

’ Together they went towards the cabin." Before , 
entering, Marion Curtis laid a hand on Kirk’s 


(21) 



316 


! LOBSTICK TRilli ' 

anb and h^pansed mth Ids hand almost on the 
latch. For a moment debated seething in 
her own xmd without isj^alohg. Then suddenly 
her manner changed and she led the way into the 
cabin. 

: she had feared had already taken -place 
i that Pt^n had somehow, or other man- 
age<^the discussion in a way that permitted no ap¬ 
parent resentment on iiie part of JohnJMa(kay. 
He had taken Jda-place at the table : 

and the old prdsjpecW lad was talk^ as 
neasaniiy as if he hc^ ^me to pay a f rien^y call. 
John Ma^ay was listening silently and Henry 
Tyne’s head was bowed. Kirk and Marion jnoved 
quietly towards the tal^e at widest the three men 
were seated and stood above them. 


“X have no wish to-hurry matters,” Parton said 
drawing some papers from his pocket and placing 
them*'6n the table before bun, “but as business 
^mqn we'all understMd, I think, jurt What the situ¬ 
ation is. ^ere are urgent’matte^rs outside await¬ 
ing our decision here and myjmien m 

j He opened the papers and laid them before John 
Mackay with as little ostentatipmas possM^ 
apparently did npt mi^ Pffen^! ' Hut the mere 

cracklmg of the paper as he smoo^edituut bn the 

table seemed out of place where 

silentbefprei' '.ilbl:^ Mfukay gl^^ 

: a moment witEouir touching them and inHhe; deep 
^silence Paxton’s heavy breutMi^ wi^ 


A 
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[atidibV.sound asrtl^ey waited. Marion Curtis’ 
I seemed :6n tHe point of speuMug bpt she admitted 
to herself that any wotd from Her would only 
make the situation less tolerablte. Henry Tyne sat 
low in his chair, the tips- of his fingers pressed to¬ 
gether nervously. looked long at his unde 

andithen fought with'all his strength against the 
desire that'arose within him to seize Paxton and 

throw him out_ . , 

^ Quietly and slowly John Mackay lifted the 
papers from the table and began reading them, his 
lips moving as he did so, but making no sound. 
When Paxto ndrew from the inner pocket of his 
coat a cheque made out and signed, Marion Curtis 
almost unconsciously leaned forward to glance at 
it. As she did So Jule Allen emerged from her room 
and coming forward quietly stood beside Marion 
Curtin and laid a hand on her arm. Marion felt the 
hand tremble a little and turned to look at the face 
of-the girl beside her. But Jule’s eyes were upon 
John Mackay. 

‘‘This rs^proseiits the^ ioitihl payment bn the: 
contract,’’- P^ton said in a ton^ that was almost 
indifferenti 

He placed the cheque, oh the table before John 
Mackay. Jule Allen withdrew her hand from the 
arm of Marion Curtis towileavihg her side walked 
quietly to the other side of the table ai]d stood be- 
• hind John Mackay. She watched him while he 
lifted the cheque in his fingejs and looked at it. 
Then she took her hand from* the Tpocket of her 
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skirt and stepping close behind the old prospector 
held another piece of paper between him and the { 
cheque he held in his h^d. 

John Mackay did not ta^e the paper at first. He 
looked up at Jule Allen, question in his eyes. 

“To extend the option,” she said simply. 

Paxton started forward sudden][y and began to 
question the value of the paper in Jule .^en’s 
hand.' ’ . - 

“Mr. Mackayhnows more about that than I do 
myself,” Jule corrected him. “It is his own 
money I am paying back to him^the money he 
paidme for the White ^uW.” ^ 

There was a long period of silence. Presently. 
John Mackay took the. cheque from jule's h*md.: 
He held the two bh.^ues before him, quo in eitheh 
hand and laid bbih on the table. Slowly he picked 
up Pftxton’s paj^rs, folded them, placed Papon’s, 
cheque within them and handed them^a^ross the . 
table to him. Without a Wrd.;Pa^o^n>^ 0 ^- 
papers and tluhst,theihintQr.his-pocket.^^^ ^ 

“How lon^will the extension lastfV he a^l^- 
as he got, up and prepared to leave. > 

“ That will be^ a matter we/11 have tor decide - > 
later,” John Mi^ .If was the only 

i word he had kpoken durihjg^e whole’tfansactibh; 

When. P^pn^ h^ qti.t^-^Mi(^,;;Ph:rtis,,^ 

left tha?^up abroptl^ aM fo^ - 

side in the darkness ahe hurried after him as he 
strode oi^ towards the creek vihere his .canoe. ; 
awaited /him. iy Wlien they .were out of ear- 
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shot of the cabin she spoke and Paxton turned to 
meet her. ^, 

“I warned yoi^ against going in t^ere, ’ ’ she said, 
^‘^^ks rotten if orm and it turned out had busi¬ 
ness.” 

Paxton was very angry. “I don’t require any 
comment on the affair from you just now,”, he 
snapped. “ It’s only a matter of a few weeks, any¬ 
how. .And in the meantime—^much may happen. 
This isn’t over yet by a long, long way.” 

Marion Curtis raised her hand; quickly and ', 
smiled. ”Warren Paxton,” she said, “it is over. 
Why not admit it 1” V ~ 

^‘It will be over when I pull up stakes—not till 
then,” he replied. ^ \ 

She looked at him for a moment -witl^ut speak—^ 
ing. When he seemed on the point of going she 
took a step towards him. “Listen to me,” she 
; said, “you talked business to-night edien I,didn’t 
w;ant you to. jN'ow, listen to me while I talk a little 
bugu^egs to you,’- .. w . .-v - ^ 

,“i^ ahead,” he retorted. 

■ “You have fought me, Warren Paxton, with 
whatever-means-you found, foul^HKf fair, for five 
^ars or more. I have, lost often in those five 
years. Btit I’m hot through yet. You may think 
you are in no way responsible fpr vwhat has oc- 
" cuneid here within the last few houfs. They may 
not think so. But your methods are, wrong.. If it , 
, comes to that mine are wrong. I realize thkt more 
clearly just this moment than I ever did before, I 
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^ow^bpcapse;—because I have lost again. You've 
lostrHand you ought to have the sense to know 
th^e'^s something wrong with your Way of doing 
things. ” ■ 

Paxton shrugged his shoulders, impatiently. 

“Don’t he foolish, YTarten Paxton,” she said. 
“You and I have no real place here, jl’m going to 
g^ out and I’m not coming back. I’m going to 
leave this life to those who want- to live” it. But 
for the sake of the game, and some of the players 
in it I’m going to make sure of one thing before I 
leave. I’m going to make sure that you are going 
to pullout, too.” ' 

Paxton stepped back from her and grunted 
surprise. 

“I’m talking business, WaAen Paxton,” she 
persistedj.“and for once you had better listen and 
take my advice, too, in the matter. You think you 
are going tp stay round here and obstruct the 
work of ^his niine and wait the first opportunity to 
get conttoL WeUj I tell you, you arAnpt. It isn’t; 
so much; Henry Tyne that’s going to work, this 
place. He’s in our class.- The task is Kirk Btan- 
der’s—his and—and jtile Allen’s. You- should 
.^have seen that long ago. T’d have seen it myself 
• if I hadn’tbeen blind. Now we’re going to leave it 
.. to them. I’m going becanBe there’s np place fprjme 
here. You’re going because it’s good business..” ' 

“I’m quite capable of using m^ own judgment 
in mattpirs concerning my business ijjtprpsts,;’ 
Paxton rpinijide^ her, . 
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“Yon’rejust -wastmgjtime,” she replied. “Per- ; 
haps you know—or maybe you haven’t hea^ that 
rumor connects your name with 'John Allen’s loss 
in the rapids on Eat Creek.” ,• 

Paxton drew himself up suddenly on the de¬ 
fensive. 

“Whether you know that or hot, you do 
toow —and I know —what I. took the trouble 
to find ouh .as soon as the rumor reached mei^*^ 
You and I know that the Eat Creek affair 
was your doing.” , ' i 

“I’m not Concerned with any of your suspicions 
on anything, Marion Curtis,” Paxton declared, 
“hut I do ygam you to he careful what use you 
. make of my name when you are airing your sus- 
\pieions before others. You might be caUed upon 
to prove yotu: case.” ' . " 

Marion Curtis smiled. ' ■ 

*^You amuse mer—no,,you annoy nae,” she said 
impatiently. “It positively annoys me tq think 
that you don’t know-me any better after fighting 
me fbr^five years. Listen to‘me. I never waste 
time .on suspicions. And I never try Muffing 
where I’m^rbally in earnest about anything. You . 
know, even, better than I do, what it would mean 
to you if it was suddenly ^scovered that Jbhn ' 
• A^n’s equipment was lost because you paid a 
mlb to let a cable slip and send the whole thing 
down the rapids. You. couldn’t get .accident in¬ 
surance for a week; Don’t let’s ^aSte time on 
wordS;, WaEEMi Paxton, This isn’^fte-place for it., 
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You and I are going to get put pf liere,and. that’s ' 
all there is to it.” 

; “I’ll not waste words,’.’ Paxton replied. “I’m 
going to stick here—and you won’t move me.” 

All the fight in Marion Curtis’-heart came into 
her eyes. She clenched her fists and lifted her 
head in the proud way Warren Pas(tofli knew so 

Well and fear^, top, _ _ _ ; :_, i .. .. . 

.“Then—^by George—^try itl”.she challengi^. 

Paxton looked • across the creek towards^ his 
camp. Sounds of mep’s voices came to them, 
echbing in the silence, of the^woods on the creek 
shores'. He listened a while and then tum^ and 
look^ towards, the cab^ A? they stood 
there without speatog, the d oor' of the c abin.. 
opened and-J^e Allen came put followed, by 
jMrk.;' - .li 

.. “Don’t you-^.tHnk-you^d better be going?’’ 
Marion Curtis aisked him. * , 

He would have replied, for it* was very plain 
that something was troubling 'him^bpt as he was 
on the point of speaking, the forms of Kirk and 
Jule approached them from the cabin.. Paxton 
^checked himself, and, not knowing whethw^'i^ 
situfjtiou demanded-that he should go or sta^j hesi¬ 
tated long enough for Eirk and Jtile to come 
within a few fe^t of .themu„ Xt iwas ewdept Jrom. the, , 
exclamation of surprise that came suddenlyYrom 
Jule that neither she nor Eirk had been aware 
‘of,the two who were standmg in the trail.until 
.^they were ahnost upq^ them; . 
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For a moment Kirk, looked at Paxton and then 
at Marion Curtis. 

“Are we intruding?” he askecj. 

Marion Curtin smiled. “I think not,” she re¬ 
plied. “Are they, Mr. Paxton?” 

Paxton looked at them for a moment without re¬ 
plying. Then suddenly he turned on his heel. 
“Go to the dewll” he exploded pettishly, andf,^ent 
off; -^ 

“The old man aeems a little peevish,” Bark re¬ 
marked as they watched him go. 

Both Jule and Kirk broke into laughter at Pax¬ 
ton's dramatic leave-taking. Marion smiled a 
, little as she dwelt upon the humor of the situation 
hut somehow laughter was not for her. She was 
hot so inuch older thpn these two and yet they 
seemed hoy and giii heside’ her. She was con¬ 
scious, too, of a-certain irony in the words with 
which she reminded them, of the lateness of the 
hour. ■ 

:. “It’s, tinie<you children were in.,hed,” she re¬ 
marked whei^ they had ceased laughing, an^t^"-' 
gethpr the ’.wee turned hack towards the cahin. 
.. ,At th^oorway Jule and Kirk paused and Mar¬ 
ion Curtis passed in closing the ilobr behind her. 
John Ma^ay was omhis feet beside Henry Tyne 
who Kads^isen to go hack to ca:^ as soon as Erk, 
returnld,' Marion’s entrance difew a fiance from. 
Henf^ T^e hut John-Mackay was intfnt upon 
spmet^g else. In his hands he held the cheque 
which Jrile Allen hadfff^ii him. Slowly he tore it, 
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in two, placed the two halves together very de¬ 
liberately and tore them again, and yet again, 
^hen he let the small pieces flutter from his fin- : 
gers to the floor. 

^^Qnod-night,. Henry Tyne,” he said, offering 
his han^ 

Henry Tyne took the hand and helA ii in a lin-' 
gering grasp. . . 

“Good-night, Jolm Mackay,” he said unaffect¬ 
edly and turning away put on his hat and walked 
slowly towards the door. 

He bade good-night to Marion Curtis, and 
gomg to the door, inet Jule AJlen who came in sudr 
denly, her face glowing with youth but strangely 
serious. For a moment they regarded each o&er 
in, silence. Then the old^r^ put his arm about 
her, kissed her tenderly, and-w^t out. 

A few minims later Bark Brande^and Henry . 
Tyne entered tlieir cabin.- Dags was snoring, 
peacefully in his btOBflk. Tack Boberts^was sitting 
.where Kirk had left him scarcely, an hour, before, . 
still smoking cigarettes. He moved slightly as 
Kirk and his uncle entered butrrspoke nbt'a wojrd 
as Henry Tyne, utterly weary from the^^xj^eri- 
ences of the past twelve^hours, prepared fox' bed. 
Kirk,sat down in a chair and faced Tuck, and thus - 
they waited without speaking until Hen^ Tyne’s . 
heavy brtiathing told them that. he was asleep^^, 
Then they got up and went together to the cabm 
that did service as office and store-Toofla. 
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Tliere Tuck Eoberts began the- story tb^t Kirk 
had. never heard, the story that he ,had waited for 
witb a suspebse that he could hardly bear. Slowly 
Tuck reviewed the events of his; life' in the ifCT 
south, a life that had had uiifdf^ate. begiiiniiigs 
and had grown steadil:^6rjh until, in a mqinent 
of 'inadnesiS, lie had takra the life of ^othel/. And 
Krk'.listened sUently -through the'^Tiighi ihours 
until gray dawn appeared at the ^n^dow. ;j K.. , 
When the story was told aflast fhey s^'^ long 
time without speaking. In Kirk’s mind waa being 
fought the battle that many A man hfis.fought for 
the sake of friendship, l^e'n hie s^o^ .at .fast, 
his wqyds told hoF the battle had goue. ^ 

“W'e must gefrout^of here, Tuck, ’^;he said sud¬ 
denly and. in a tdne^at Fas jnerely'matter-of- 
fact,' ■ ■ , ■’ ' 

Tuck looked at hiih and smiled a li^e. ^‘What’s 
the use of that, KirkT’' He protested^’ “They’ve 
got my frail again and they’U never loeb it. o Keene 
would follow me for twenty years—until4ier was 
done or I was,” ‘ ' ^ ' 

' ‘ They were^e’nl agaih for a moment. ' 
“There’s even more to it than I?ve told you, 
too,’^’Tuck said at last; 

Kirk raised his *ead-e?pectantly. ^ 

' “It it hadn’t; been for Buth>’’ Tuck. explainf?d>'- 
“!](’d be doing time now. She prodded air aKbi 
and—and—swore by it. But jhe knew—she knew- 


Ihad a hand in it.” 

Elirk Started to his feet m surpris6i 
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he exclaimed, “you don’t mean the—tiie fnrt” 

TSSck nodded his head slowly. 

,Kii;k came and stood over him. He was trem- 
hling from head to foot. “Then—hy God, Tucker- 
I ought to —1 ought to kill you for that!” 

“That’s why I n^ver told you,” Tuck replied. 
“But she—she knew—^and she took her oath- 
swore we had been together tjjatnight putting ihe 
dpgs a. few miles ovSr the'course—and. when I 
headed straight into the trap they set for me last . 
night—she waited for me ^d—you know the rest. 
Not mi ^l^ of our pure-blood whites would do that 
for a 1 ^ 1 , SSrk. Don’t yorwshe^now-tiaitl.cM’t 
go—that I’ve got to stay aind take my-httedicine. 
But I won’t stay h<ef e, Kirin I ’ll go out and meet 
it. Keene is on patrol nov- When we hear of ihiip 
coming—there’ll hb plenty Of tiine.'” 

He got to his feet and faUd Krk. For a mo¬ 
ment the two men looked straight into each other’s 
eyes^their faces set hard, their brows knit, their , 
mouths tight drawn. ° 

Suddemy there was the somid of footsteps with¬ 
out and men, Joe Bedard passed the window^aad 
came. J;b me door. When Ki^SEumed qui^:^^^! 
opened the door for him, thh haliibrbed hesitated 
a momeiit, looked at and then at Tuc^ 
Boberts; ‘ \ . * .... !■ 

• “Tuck,” he smdr^Keenej-come now up trail; 

He nodded'his head slowly, then lifted his'chin 1 
towards the trail leading from. Jule j^eri’s cabin.] 
Kirk looked put *md saw in the. early.light the’- 
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forms of two men coming towards the camp. One 
was Wdlonghby of the Saskatchewan force, the 
other, Keene of the Royal Canadian. 

Kirk stepped back quickly aid closed the door. 
Then, yielding to the impulse that rose suddenly 
within him, he seized a holst6r...Md belt from the 
wall,' thrust it into Tuek’^ handa md urged 1^ 
tow-ards the door- . . , . 

“Hurry, Tuck,” he shid, “you can niake it. Up 
the trail to John: Mackay’s cabin and across—“ 
“It won’t' work, Kirk,” Tuck protested mildly. 

' The door flew open suddenly and Jule Allen 
^ rushed towards them, breathless and frightened, 
her hair about her shoulders and clad ligl^K in a 
loose wrap. j, , 

“Tuck, Tuck!” She cried. “They’re coming.’^ 
Then, when she saw that he was not moving, she 
iumed to Kirk. ‘ ‘ Tell him, Kirk—tell hpa^o go— 

I can’t—I can’t stan^;^-” 

She put her hands to her face and Kirk put an 
ai*m about her shoulders to steady her.. Tuck 
looked once at her and then at Kirk. They grip^ 
ped hands silently. - 

“I’ll.go bn out,’^ he said and then, looking at 
Jule Allen, “I’ll be back in a minute. You two 
wait here.” . V - 

: He went to the door, turned once for a last look 
at Blirk and Jule, and with the light of the east, op '■ 
his uplifted; face strode away, past the window, 
and out of sight. For a long^ moment Blirk stood 
with his arm about the trembling form of the girl. ■ 
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On the table tjefote him lay the belt and holster 
where Tuck had thrown them before he left. And" 
in the dim light of the early morning Kirk saw 
that the holster was empty. He felt his throat 
tighten and his breath stop as he waited in ah 
agony of suspense—^waited—waited—then, three 
quick shots shattered the cold silence. 

Jule sobbed, a great heart-breaking sob, and 
buried her face against his shoulder. Kirk, drew 
her close to him, wohdiering vaguely about the 
great heart-huiger that had su^Menly seized him. 
Tien, fearing to move, he bowra his head until 
his lips touched the hair that was presked to his 
shoulder.^ ' ' ^ , . . 

“Tuck, Tuck,” he whispered hoarsely. “Oh, 
God—^Tuckl,” . • ^ o 

And even as he spoke, the forms of Willoughby 
and Keene stood in the open doorway where only 
a few moments before had stood the living form 
of Tuck: Kobei*ta. 

“Sorry,.Bark,” Keehe said, “butlie drew our 
lire and—we had to do it.” 



CHAPTEE XXVI. 

K irk BBANDER^l^ft work somewhat earlier 
than usual and went to his cabin. For half 
an hour or more he attended with extrava¬ 
gant care to such trifling matters as shaving, wash- 
ingi and brushing down his stubborn mop of hair. 
When he looked, critically at his reflection m the 
small-mirror that hmig above the wash-basin by 
the door, his approval was only h%lf-hearted. 

“Best I can do,’? he commented and then hur¬ 
ried into his coat. I 

From, the* table he look a half, dozen letters that 
had come' in bj^ the mail-carriers late the night 
before. Quickly hey sorted them and picking out 
one fro^ Marion Curtis, threw the oi^rs^ba(* 
upon the table'. ^ 

. Five minutes later, he" strode through ^e camp 
on the trail that led to Jule Allen’s cabin. As^he 
passed the; boiler-house the voice of old man Dags 
came to from the entrance to the mam shaft. 

“Get back early, young fellow/’ Dags-fi^lisd. 
“These late hours is playin’ hell with busMess.” 

Kirk laughed to himself and hurried alofig the 
trail into the woods. It was already late October 
—a full two months smce that traj^c day in 
August. Much may happen in even less time bbt. 
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Kirk’s thoughts now were of the rare freshness 
in the air.that already had n little of .the crisp tang 
of antnni&in it, and of the glory of simply being 
alive in such a place and at such a time. 

Where the'trail dipped a little towards the 
water and showed a little hay through ah opening 
in the trees he paused a^noment to look at the 
h^a^ flat leaves of the pondxlilies lying on the 
w^er ^nd riding oVer the ripples as gracefully as 
if mey had been no more thanidark green shadows 
on the surface. Suddenly a little ^whisking wind 
. turned the water gray and flipped up the edges of 
the leaves. To Kirk’s mind it suggested the cold 
days that lay just ahead and he hurried away, his 
heart now warming in anticipation of the hot sup¬ 
per that awaited hi^ih the cosy cabin of Jule 
Allen:- ' ■' ' 

When, a minute later, he opened the door of the ' 
cabin and looked in Jule was not anywhere in 
sight. 

“Hello!” he called. 

Frpm behind him came the cjear npte of a girl’s 
lahgh. Turning fiom the door he saw her Atand- 
mg on the top of the great rock above the rapids, 
her arms outstretched to the b«sh breeze-thafwas— 
coming in from the lake. As he weift towards her, 
she ran down the path fo meet him aijd almost 
'threw herself laughing into his arms,, They kissed 
each other in happy mOjOd and tog:ether went back 
to&ecabih. / V, 

,They sat late at supper that^nlght. The Wly 
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au^tonrLtwilight prompted the lighting of a lamp 
that gave an added tonch of cosiqess to the place. 
Kirk was full of the latest developments on the 
property and the reports ^^he had received by mail 
the night before from. Marion Curtis and Henry 
Tyne. ^ ' 

“It’s gojhg tp be even bigger than I dreamed,” 
hb said with fuU^bjdsh enthusiasm. We ’ll have to 
bring power here, enough power to-work one of 
the biggest mines on this continent. We may have 
to go all the way to tibe Bumtwood. Jove, it’ll make 
Paxton’s little old ideas look Uke a peep.-show in a 
cigar-box alongside a three-ring circus. , We’ll 
have to put in a cofferdam and drain half the lake 
to work.the new ore-body properly It’ll take a 
year or more for the government to build the rail¬ 
way in from. The Pas—but that’s settled. And 
we’ll have a town of our own, Jule, with five 
thousand people^ Jove, girl, there’s a man-sized 
job right here that’ll take a whole lifetoe, ” 

.He got up as he spoke and'going round to her 
side of the table, drew a chair close to hers and sat 
down. Under the great urge of the. visionjthat; 
challengbJHs imagination, he put his arms fibout 
her. 

“A man-sized job!” he repeated and kissed her 
almost roughly. ^ . 

She jpushed him back a little and looked at him; 

“And the .woman-sized job 1 ’ ’ she asked him. 

“Making a man—man’s size,” he smiled. 

ShC'iJ^ot up and went to al small stand in ohe^ 
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corner of the room. ‘‘Otgot a letter last night, too,” 
she said. . 

When she came back to him and sat down she 
held an open page of a letter from Marion Curtis 
before him. She^folded part of it back and held 
before his eyes a eouple of lines that she indicalted 
with her fingers. Kirk read them slowly—“iule, 
dear, you do not know how rich you are. You are 
too young—and too happy, .^d you cannot un¬ 
derstand how poor I am.. But that’s the 'v^^y of 
the world — good luck to you, dear, and to,you 
tioth.” - • - t 

Kirk was thoughtful for a moment. ‘ ‘ Marion’s 
a good old scout,” he said finally with great seri¬ 
ousness. “Do you know somethmg?” 

Jule looked up‘ at him as she folded the letter, 
and laid it on the table. , 

“What?” 

“I believe she had something to do with forcing 
Paxton to pull, up stakes so suddenly and get out 
of-the country,’*’ Kirk suggested. “Something 
happened-^something made/ him dpck for cover. 
No man leaves what he' left^thgi way he left it— 
.unless he has a reason.” I 

_ “You’ll never know from Marion,’’ Jule re- 

pK^T^^unlesa^she^ooses to tell -yoti. ” . ■ 

“Well,” Earkc^^ented quietly, “Marion 
doesn’t make many mstakesT^If she chooses 

not--” ' ■' 

“She has made one mistake,” Jule interrupted. 
B/e looked at her expectantly. 
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‘^Wlien She says I don’t know howjioh. I anj,J’. 
she said and leaned towards him. 

The long silence that followed was broken at 
last by the sonnd of voices froiQ the creek. 

“There they are I” Jnle cried leaping up and 
Tnimin.g to the door. 

E2rk was beside hex as soon as she had thrown 
the door open and together they lookedi ont into 
the gathering dusk, '^p Indians werp pnUing 
the hdw« of two canoes np tmto the shore.^y V^en 
the canoes were steady t)^e figures of thr^ naen 
got out one after another and came towards the 
cabin. \ 

TheijSrsf was that of Henry Tyne who took^^nle 
in bis arms as she met him. and kissed her, laugh¬ 
ing, before he gave his hand to Bark. Behind hhn 
^-came old John Mackay, hailing tneni heartily as 
he.I>assed them lugging a pack towards the cabin. 
j Bast came the slight, dark-cloaked, energetic form 
j. of the venerable little father of the mission at 
* Cumberland Honse. 

“JJbthing to do now but declare a holiday und 
invite the men to the feast,” Henry Tyne langhed 
as Kirk and Jtde escorted the old missionary to- 
wfirds the cabin. 

And when they had gone in and had closed &e 
door behind thsmjthe old lobstick thst;htood wiffi 
arms ontstretehed abo^e the rapids bowed his 
: thfted head befbire^a sriS night Trind.....imd « 
that did not know ^ might have thought his head / 
was bowed because of the three mounds that lay / 
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side by side under the shfelter of lie lower 
branches- But in days to come he sto«od tip in all 
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